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came galloping up, waving his hat. 
“I knew you two girls could do it,” he answered. “You have roped the traitor 
nicely.” The Broncho Queen seemed please? 
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YOUNG WILD WEST AS A PRAIRIE PHOT 


OR, 








Arietta and the Broncho Queen 





BY AN OLD SCOUT. 








CHAPTER I. 
THE TREACHEROUS GUIDE. 


“I reckon there must be a big time over there,” Young 
Wild West, the dashing young deadshot remarked, as he 
nodded in the direction of a ranch a couple of miles away, 
where there seemed to be a crowd gathered. 

“T reckon so,’”? Cheyenne Charlie, the ex-Government 
scout answered. “That must be a regular horse ranch, 
Wild. Jest see ther bronchos they got there! A sort of 
broncho picnic, I reckon.” 

The rest of the party, which included Jim Dart, a boy 
about the same age as our hero; Arietta Murdock, the 
charming golden-haired sweetheart of Young Wild West; 
Eloise Gardner, Dart’s sweetheart; Anna, the wife of the 
scout, and two Chinese servants, nodded to what Charlie 
said and watched the scene before them with no little in- 
terest. 


Young Wild West was riding across the northeastern 
part of New Mexico with his companions simply for the 
purpose of hunting up adventure and excitement. 

At the time of which we write that part of the country 
was not settled to any degree, and danger from lawless 
whites and bad Indians lurked along the trails that ran 
over the mountains and across the rolling prairies. 

Though but a mere boy, as far as years went, Young 
Wild West was the recognized champion deadshot of the 
West, and known by many as the “Prince of the Saddle,” 
because of his wonderful riding and taming.of the wild 
horses of the plains. 

He was without a doubt the peer of all the scouts and 
deadshots of the West, and he had made a name for him- 
self that many an older person would have been proud to 


‘ 


His two partners, Cheyenne Charlie and Jim Dart, al- 
ways accompanied him on his trips into the wilds of the 
West, and generally the girls were included in the party. 

They always spoke of the three as “girls,” though Anna | 
was a young woman somewhat past twenty, and married. 

Of the three, Arietta was the only one who had been 
born and reared in theeWest, and she was without a peer 
at shooting with a revolver or rifle and riding a horse. 


Anna and Eloise had learned to be quite proficient in 
these accomplishments, too, for they/were just the ones 
to teach them. 

The six were attired in fancy riding and hunting suits, 
and as they came to a halt and watched the scene they 
had come upon while emerging from a timber strip, they 
made \a very pretty picture, indeed. 


Young Wild West, on his splendid sorrel] stallion, Spit- 
fire, his long chestnut hair hanging over his shoulders, 
sat in the saddle with an ease and grace that was unsur- 
passed. 

Near him was Arietta, mounted on a cream-colored 
broncho that was certainly a fine specimen of horseflesh. 

The others were mounted upon the best horses that 
money could buy, even to the two Chinamen. 

The latter two, by the way, looked so much alike that it 
was hard to distinguish wiioh was which. 

But as they were DrOEbEG#s, there was nothing very 
strange in this. 

Wing Wah was the cook and Hop Wah was the man-of- 
all-work and entertainer for the party. 

We say entertainer, for he was one of the cleverest of 
his race, though he appeared to be about as dumb and in- 
nocent as a “heathen Chinee” could possibly look. 

But more about him later on. 

The scene that. Young Wild West and his friends were 
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gazing upon was cerfainly bound to attract the attention of 
any one passing that way. 

Near a ranch house of the very old-fashioned type were 
gathered something like twenty men and fully a dozen 
women and children. 


A small herd of bronchos were running around on the 
open prairie, and now and then a cowboy could be seen 
riding after them to prevent them from getting too far 
away from the house. 


While our friends were watching the scene with no little 
interest they saw a female ride into view. 

She was swinging a lariat, as though to rope one of the 
bronchos, and one glance at her told them that she was 
an expert. 


“T reckon we’ll ride over and find out just what is going 
on,” observed Young Wild West. “Come on!” 

Then away dashed the six, leaving the two Celestials in 
the rear, as they could not keep up, owing to the fact that 
they were leading a couple of loaded pack horses. 


The sorrel stallion our hero rode could run like the 
wind, and his endurance was really wonderful. 

He easily outstripped the others, but the young dead- 
shot held him in, so his charming sweetheart TPE ride 
along at his side. 

In a very few minutes they rode up to the house, and 
were just in time to see the female rider they had noticed 
from a distance rope a second broncho, throw it and get a 
halter on its head. 

She was only a girl, and a very pretty one, too. 

*‘T reckon she understands her business, all right,” com- 
mented the young deadshot, nodding his approval at the 
feat that so few girls were able to perform. 

“Why, Wild, you are not falling in love with the girl, 
just because she has done something that I can do very 
easily, are you?” queried his sweetheart, showing just the 
least bit of pique. y 

“Nonsense, Et!” was the laughing retort. “As if I 
could fall in love with any one, when I have you! Don’t 
talk that way—lI don’t like it.” 

The girl laughed, a silvery ring in her voice. 

“Oh! I was only fooling,” she declared. 

As they had been seen “approachixig; they were quickly 
surrounded by the people, who seemed to be having such a 
~ good time on the prairie. | 
~ Suddenly, an old man, with grizzled hair and beard, 
took off his\hat, and, waving it aver his head, shouted: 

“Hooray! Ill be everlastin’ly chawed by a bear if it 
ain’t Young Wild West an’ his pards! Give ’em a cheer— 
everybody !” 

Our hero readily recognized the old man as Pete Dar- 
ling, a ranchman he had once met in Santa Fe. 

He had prevented him from being fleeced by a couple 
of card sharps, and the man had never forgot him for it. 

The cheers were given with a will, and for the time 
being all interest in the sport was forgotten.: 


It did not take our friends long to get acquainted with 
the people gathered at the ranch, for they were nearly all 
thorough Westerners, and very democratic in their ways. 

One after another was introduced, and at length came 
a rather handsome young man, with very dark hair and a 


complexion that was rather swarthy, suggesting the Mexi- | 
can type. 

They learned that he was Tony Pedro, and that he had 
been hired to guide the party that was having such a 
good time across the prairie and mountains, into Southern 


Utah. 


Pete Darling had sold his ranch, and three of his neigh- 
bors had done likewise, and now they were having a sort 
or farewell jubilee at Darling’s old home. 


They were to start in the morning on the long, tedious 
journey over the plains, in the hope of finding a sort of 
Mecca in what was purported to be the rich lands of Utah. 

“Go ahead with your farewell jubilee,” Wild said, after | 
they had got pretty well acquainted with all hands. “I 
notice that you have got a girl here who is something fine 
at roping horses. I believe you introduced her as Belle, 
your daughter?” 


“She’s the Broncho Queen,” spoke up a handsome 
young fellow of twenty-one, or thereabouts, nodding with 
pride at the girl, who stood modestly near her broncho. 

Wild happened to catch the eye of the guide just then, 
and he could not help noticing that there was a peculiar 
look on his face. 


“That fellow is no good, and he likes that girl!” was 
his inward comment. 

“Go ahead an’ show ’em what you kin do, Belle,” said 
the girl’s father. “Don’t think ’cause Young Wild West 
is ther Prince of ther Saddle that you can’t do as much 
as any gal kin. He’s a boy, an’ boys is s’posed ter be bet- 
ter at broncho-bustin’ than gals, yer know.” 

“T have heard of Young Wild West,” Belle retorted, 
smiling sweetly at the young deadshot. “Of course, I 
don’t think I could do as well as he can. But,” and she 
cast a look at the girls that was half defiant, “I reckon 
I can hold my own with anything that wears petticoats.” 

“You: have already shown us that much,” Arietta an- 
swered, taking it that the glance was meant for her, par- 
ticularly. 

Tossing her head and brushing back her long, brown 
hair, Belle Darling mounted her pony and a out upon 
the prairie. 

Half a mile away was a broncho that was having a good 
time at kicking and bucking, all by himself. 

The steed was really a vicious stallion, and one that 
had to be handled with care. 


The girl gave a sharp cry to her pony, and then away 
she dashed for the sportive broncho. 

The animal did not start to run until she was within a 
few vards of him. 

Then a lively chase ensued, the girl swinging her lariat 
with the precision of a veteran. 

Gradually she let the rope out, and as she bore down 


‘upon the fleeing horse nearly the whole of it was making 


circles in the air. 

“She’s got ther fancy trick down all right, y “remarked 
Cheyenne “Charlie, nodding his head approvingly. 

“TI reckon I’ll go out an’ see that no harm comes to 
ther gal,” said Tony Pedro, the guide, just then. 

He was mounted on a big, black horse that looked to 
be very powerful and swift. 





YOUNG WILD WEST AS A PRAIRIE PILOT. | 3 


“That galoot needs watching, boys,” whispered our hero | fire had never yet quite met his match, and that made 


to his partners. “I don’t like him.” 
“The same here,” answered Jim Dart. 


the boy confident of overhauling him. 
Wild had his rifle to depend upon as a last resort, but 


“Oh, I put him down as bein’ no good ther minute I sot | he did not want to shoot at the villain unless he had to. 


eyes on him,” the scout declared. 


“JT won’t run the chance of hitting the girl,” he mut- 


“What’s that yer said?” asked Pete Darling, the ranch- |tered, as he dashed on. “If I can’t do any better when I 


man, who was near enough to catch part of what had been get within a hundred yards Pu try a shot. But it will 
said. “Yer don’t like ther looks of ther man we’ve hired | have to be at the scoundrel’s head, and that means death 


ter pilot us across ther prairie?” 


“No, to tell the truth, we don’t,” answered Wild, blunt- 
“Do you know the fellow very well?” 

“Never seen him till ther day afore yisterday. He was 

sent here by a friend of mine, who recommends him as 

bein’ well acquainted with ther country we’ve got ter go 

over.” 


“Well, he might be all right; but I can’t help thinking 
that he is not. Hello! What is that galoot up to now?” 

The Broncho Queen had succeeded in lassoing the horse, 
and as she cleverly threw him and dismounted, Tony 
Pedro rode up and caught her with his right arm about 
the waist. 


ly. 


Then he quickly drew her upon his horse, and, waving 
his hat defiantly at the crowd in front of the ranch house, 
rode off for the timber our friends had emerged from a 
short time before. 


“Great Jupiter!” cried Ranchman Darling. “Ther ga- 
loot has kidnapped Belle right afore our eyes! An’ he’s 
got a horse there that nobody kin eatch! Oh! ther scoun- 
drel! Tl fill him with lead on sight!” 


But Young Wild West did not stop to hear any more. 
He made a leap for gallant Spitfire and was in the sad- 
dle as quick as a flash. 

“Tl catch him, Pete Darling!” he exclaimed. 
fetch the Broncho Queen back, and don’t forget it !” 

“Yer can’t do it, I’m afraid,” answered the old man, 
as he ran about, excitedly. “He’s got ther fastest horse 
ever seen in these parts.” | 

“But Young Wild West has got a faster one,” spoke up 
Arietta, as she watched her dashing young lover riding to 
the rescue of the Broncho Queen. 


evil 


CHAPTER II. 
WILD RESCUES THE BRONCHO QUEEN. 


Young Wild West certainly meant to run down the dar- 
ing villain, who had so brazenly captured the ranchman’s 
daughter. 

He patted his noble horse on the neck and exclaimed: 

“Let yourself go, Spitfire! You have got a hard one 
to catch, if what they say is true.” 

The stallion responded by quickening his pace, and, Make 
a comet, the dashing Young Prince of the Saddle sailed 
over the prairie. 

Tony Pedro, the treacherous guide, had a good quarter 
of a mile the start of him, but that made no difference 
to our hero. \ | 

The black horse might be big and powerful, but -Spit- 


to him. If I should shoot at his body the bullet might 
kill the girl, too. No! I guess [’ll take him alive with 
my rope.” 

Having come to this conclusion, he settled down for a 
long chase. 

He knew it was going to be a long chase, for he had not 
gained a yard so far, and he knew it. 

It was a question of which horse would tire first. 

The black horse bore a double burden, and that handi- 
capped him somewhat, though Pedro was not a heavy man, 
by any means. 

The combined weight of the two might have been two 
hundred and thirty-five pounds, but no more. 

The villain soon reached the timber, and as the horse 
with its double burden disappeared from view the Broncho 
Queen uttered a scream for help. 

“Whoopee! Whoopee!” answered Wild, more to encour- 
age her than anything else. 3 

He looked around and found that not only were Char- 
lie and Jim in pursuit, but the girls and all the cowboys 
as well. 

But he knew they could not catch up with him. 

Waving his hat to them, he bent forward over the sor- 
rel’s neck and spoke to him again. l 

Then it was that the noble steed made the dirt fly 
under his hoofs! 

“Now I am gaining,” thought the dashing young dead- 
shot. “Tl get him before he gets five miles away.” 

Up to the timber he dashed, and, taking the trail that 
ran through it, he never slackened the breakneck pace. 

It was but a short distance across the timber belt. 

As Wild reached the edge on the other side he gave a 
nod of satisfaction. 

He had gained nearly a hundred yards, which showed 
that Pedro must have slackened his pace while going 
through the woods. | 

The villain was looking back when the sorrel burst from 
the line of green trees and came dashing over the short 
grass of the level prairie. 

Wild noticed that he gave a start, and immediately tried 
to get his horse to a faster gait. 

Tony Pedro had no doubt awakened to the fact that 
his was not the only fast horse in that section of the 
country. 

“After him, Spitfire, old boy!” called out the boy, as he 
let the reins go slack. 

There was no danger of the serrel slipping; he was too 
sure-footed for that. 

With his.neck stretched out almost straight, he went 
on, gradually increasing his speed, for the noble animal 
was now getting warmed up to it. 

Wild was elated, for he saw that he was gaining rapidly 
now. ay 
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There was a long, level stretch of prairie ahead, with 
not a tree or bush in sight. 

About three miles had been covered, and Spitfire had 
gained at least three hundred yards on the black horse. 

To make it all the worse for the daring abductor, the 
girl now began putting up a desperate fight. 

While it did no good, as far as she getting the best of 
him was concerned, it certainly retarded the progress of 
the horse. 


Wild eat now see that the Broncho Queen had a rope 
around her body that pinned her arms to her: sides. 

Pedro must have performed the trick the moment he 
seized her. 

He was holding her about the waist with his left arm, 
while his right hand held the reins and guided the horse. 

Like an avenging Nemesis, the sorrel stallion swooped 
down upon the laboring black horse, which was now going 
in plunges. 

If the raseally guide had not had the girl to interfere 
with him he might have led Young Wild West a much 


longer chase. 


But, as it was, he was already beaten, and when he 
looked back and saw the young deadshot gaining so rapid- 
ly he realized it. 


Suddenly he let go the bridle rein and then a revolver |. 


appeared in his hand. 

Crack ! 

The sharp report rang out, and our hero heard the hum 
of the bullet. 

But the distance was too far to make a revolver shot 
effective. 

“He thinks He'll scare me, I guess,” the boy thought, as 
he kept right on. “Just wait till I get within a hundred 
yards of him! TU be there in less than five minutes 
now |” 

He was right, for Spitfire seemed to have caught up 
a still faster gait, and, like a meteor, he swept down upon 
the scoundrel. ; 

Crack! | 

Pedro fired again. 

This time his bullet came dangerously close. 

Wild brought his rifle to his shoulder. 

He did not want to hit the man, but he thought he 
had better let him know how straight he could shoot. 

“Here goes your hat, you scoundrel!” he called out. 

Then he took a quick aim and pulled the trigger. 

Crang!> 

Pedro made a grab for his hat, but he was too late. 

The bullet from our hero’s rifle had pierced the crown 
and knocked it from his head. 

“T’ve got you, you sneaking coyote!” Wild called out. 
“Tf you fire again at me I’ll put the next bullet through 
your head! I mean what I say! 

The man’s swarthy complexion quickly changed to one 
of deep pallor. 

Wild could see it from where i was. 

“Let me alone!” he cried. “The girl wants to go with 
me. This is only an elopement.” 

Then the Broncho Queen screamed out: 

“No—no! Save me, Young Wild West!” 

“Tl save you!” was the reply. “Just keep cool. 


going to shoot the villain pretty soon. Try and land on 
your feet when he let’s go of you!” 

But this was only a ruse on the part of our hero. 

He did not intend to shoot the man, for he had made 
up his mind to take him back to the ranch a prisoner. 

Pedro did not relinquish his grasp upon the girl. 

He was now holding both her and himself down close 
to the horse’s neck. 

His right hand grasped the bridle rein and he was doing 
his best to get his horse to a faster gait. 

Young Wild West saw his chance. 

Quickly swinging his rifle over his shoulder, he got his 
lariat ready. 

Closer and closer he came to the black horse. 

Pedro was not inclined to look back now. 

Evidently he thought that he could not divert a bit of 
attention from the horse he was trying to get to go faster. 

It was a magnificent burst of speed that the sorrel stal- 
lion put himself to just then. 

The animal seemed to realize that now was the time 
for his young master to act, and he wanted to help him. 

Wild almost held his breath for a second when he saw 
how quickly he was overtaking the black horse. 

He began swinging his lariat in a circle over his head. 

When the proper moment arrived he let it go. 

Whizz! , 

The rope flew through the air and circled about until 
the noose spread out. 

Then a twitch brought it down over the heads of both 
the villain and his captive. 

Wild quickly drew it taut, calling for his horse to stop 
at the same moment. 

The néxt instant the black horse was galloping on, 
minus its double burden. 

Tony Pedro let go his hold upon the Broncho Queen 
the instant he felt the rope flop around him. 

Luckily the girl struck on her feet, but she could not 
keep her balance, for the rope held her as tightly as it did 
the villain, and she went rolling on the ground with him. 

Young Wild West galloped to the spot, and, dismount- 
ing, placed a revolver close to the head of the villainous 
guide. 

“T reckon I’ve got you,” he said, in his cool and eas 
way. “Hold up your hands, or off goes the top of you 
head !” 

Then with his left hand he jerked the noose loose. 

Up went the man’s hands as soon as he could get to a 
sitting posture. 

“T didn’t think there was a horse living that could 
catch me,” he said, shaking his head, sadly. “That sorrei 
is a regular fiend.” 

“You are not the first galoot who has found that out,” 
answered the young deadshot, as he assisted the girl to 
her feet and removed the rope from her. 


t 





CHAPTER III. 
ARIETTA GROWS A BIT JEALOUS. 


The Broncho Queen, though badly shaken up from her 
fall from the horse, was not bruised, and as she got upon 


I am! her feet she turned to her gallant rescuer and exclaimed: 
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“Thank you, Young Wild West! 
you for this!” 

“Don’t mention it, Miss Darling,” Wild answered, not 
taking his eyes from her villainous abductor, whom he had 
covered with his revolver. “Your father said that there 
was not a horse in this part of the country that could 
catch the black, but I thought different. My Spitfire will 
never let a horse beat him in a race, whether it is for fun 
or for fair. It was for fair this time, and he won easily.” 

“He couldn’t do it if I was alone in the saddle,” spoke 
up the captured villain, who really seemed to feel worse 
for being beaten in the thrilling race than he did from 
being captured. “I may get the chance some time to show 
you that what I say is true.” 


“You may, but I doubt it,” our hero answered, coolly. 
“T suppose you know what men of your stamp usually get 
in this part of the country, don’t you?” 

“Oh, I am not dead yet, Young Wild West!” 

The villain actually smiled as he spoke, showing that 
he was possessed of great coolness and nerve. 

“Miss Darling, please take his shooters from him,” said 
Wild, not noticing the remark. 

“Certainly, Mr. West.” 

She did so very quickly. 








I will never forget 


“Now, just stand here and cover him till I go and catch 
his horse. The black has stopped running, I see. If he 
attempts to get away, just break his leg with a bullet. I 
reckon you know how to do it, all right.” 

“Yes, I can shoot,” was the reply. “I wouldn’t hesi- 
tate to shoot him, either. The scoundrel! To think he 
would dare to abduct me in that way! He has been trying 
to make love to me ever since he came to the ranch, but I 
never thought he was bad enough to do what he just 
tried.” 

Wild saw that she was perfectly able to take care of the 
disarmed man, so he mounted his horse, coiled his lasso 
and started to catch the black horse. 

The animal had not run more than a couple of hundred 
yards after being relieved of his double burden so sudden- 
ly, and he now stood cropping the rich grass. 

Wild rode up and had no trouble in lassoing the horse, 
and then he rode back, leading him, just as Cheyenne 
Charlie and Jim Dart dashed up, with Arietta and the 
cowboys close behind. 


Tony Pedro had not moved a foot, and when the cow- 
boys acted as if they were going to show violence to him 
Wild called out: 

“Easy, boys! Just tie his hands, and we'll take him 
back to the ranch!” 

Pedro’s hands were quickly tied behind him. 

But the cowboys were not satisfied with this. They 
bound his ankles together, too, and then they flung him 


over the back of his horse, as though he was nothing 


more than a sack of potatoes. 

“Oh!” exclaimed the Broncho Queen, running up and 
seizing both of Arietta’s hands. “You should have seen 
how nicely Young Wild West rode up and overtook the 
villain. JI think he is just grand, and so is his horse.” 

“That is right,” Arietta retorted. “There is no one in 
the world who is the equal of Wild.” 

“Tl bet you are in love*with him, by the way you talk,” 


at 
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went on the Broncho Queen. “I don’t see how a girl 
could help falling in love with such a dashing young fel- 
low as he is. And so handsome, too!” 

Arietta bit her lip. 

She did not like to hear such words of praise from a girl, 
for she could not help thinking that Belle had an idea 
that she could win Wild’s affections. 

But she forced a smile, and just then Wild led his horse 
up and joined the two. 

“T wag just telling Miss Arietta how you rode up like 
the wind and caught me,” said Belle, her eyes sparkling. 
“Wasn’t it grand? I lost all fear when I saw you gaining 
so fast. What a noble horse you have, Mr. West!” 

“Yes, I think a great deal of Spitfire,” he replied. “But 
I guess we'll go back to the ranch now. I see the rest are 
ready.” 


Then he swung himself into the saddle and rode up to 
the side of his sweetheart, who was waiting for him. 

But the Broncho Queen quickly took her place on the 
other side of him, and in this way they rode through the 
timber strip and back to the ranch. 

Charlie and Jim, and Anna and Eloise joined them at 
the head of the procession before they got to the house, 
and all the talk was about the thrilling race to save the 
girl from her daring abductor. 

When they dismounted in front of the house the cow- 
boys brought the traitor up and looked at Pete Darling 
expectantly. 

“Shall we hang him, boss?” one of the men asked. 

Wild looked at the ranchman and shook his head in the 
negative. 

“No,” answered Darling, slowly. “I reckon we can’t 
do that-very well. I feel like fillin’ him full of ‘holes, 
though! But that wouldn’t do, boys. It’s too far ter take 
him where he kin be tried an’ sent up, so I reckon we'd 
better give him ten minutes ter git out of sight. That’s 
ther best way ter settle it. There ain't been no real 
harm done, yer know.” 

This did not please the majority of the men much. 

They had been taught to take the law in their own 
hands in such eases, and if they had been allowed to have 
their way about it the chances are that it would have gone 
hard with the villain. 

But after a little talk on the subject it was decided to 
give Tony Pedro his liberty. 

“You jest hand over that advance money I give yer an’ 
then see how quick yer can git away from here,” said Pete 
Darling, as he paused in front of the prisoner. “We'll git — 
ter our destination in Utah without any guide, I reckon. 
Untie him, boys.” ° 

The villain breathed a sigh of relief, for he had been 
very much worried as to what the outcome would be. 

As soon as he was eut loose he placed his hand in his 
pocket and produced the money he had received as an 
advance payment for his services. 

Handing it to thé ranchman, he said: 

“T couldn’t help what I done. I fell in love with ther 
gal almost as soon as I seen her, an’ when I found that 
she wouldn’t have anything ter do with me, it only made 
me want her all ther worse. Goodbye!” 

“Good riddance!” called out the Broncho Queen, con- 
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temptuously. “Light out, now! I want to see Young 
Wild West clip off a piece of your hat with a bullet.” — 
_ Pedro took his hat, which some one had picked up on 
the way back, and, putting it on, mounted his horse. 

“You are going to give me my shooters, ain’t you?” 
he said. 

“Give them to him,” said Wild, nodding to the cowboy 
who had them in his possession. 

This was done. 


Then the villain looked at the Broncho Queen and 
smiled significantly, but made no remark to her. 

Next he turned to our hero and exclaimed: 

“I am going to try you in a race some time, Young Wild 
West. You just remember that, will you? I don’t believe 
that sorrel can beat my horse in a fair an’ square race.” 

“You take my advice and keep out of my sight,” re- 
plied the boy. “TI don’t like you, Tony Pedro.” 

“Ha, ha, ha! You don’t like me, eh? Well, I certainly 
have no love for you. Goodbye till we meet again!” 

Then he put spurs to the black, and away he went for 
the timber. 

“Hurry him along a little, won’t you, Mr. West?” said 
Belle Darling, running up to Wild. 

“All right; I will, then,” and, placing his rifle to his 
shoulder, the boy took a quick aim and pulled the trig- 
ger. 

Crang! 

As the sharp report rang out Tony Pedro was seen to 
clap his hand to the side of his head, and then all plainly 
saw a piece of his hat drop to the ground. 

The Broncho Queen clapped her hands with delight. 

“That is it!” she cried. “What do you think of that, 
Arietta?” | 

“Oh, that is nothing for Wild to do,” was the reply. 
“He can beat any one living at shooting, or riding, either. 
I know that for a certainty.” 

It was plain that Arietta did not much like the way the 
girl talked and acted in regard to her dashing young lover. 

While she knew that Wild was not the kind to flirt, she 
could not help feeling a little jealous, just because she 
knew the girl had formed a strong liking for him. 


But if she was a little jealous, she was not the only one 
there. 


The handsome, young cowboy who had first mentioned 
the fact that Belle Darling was the “Broncho Queen” was 
certainly in love with her, and to see her showing so much 
attention to Young Wild West made him feel anything 
but pleased. . i 

This young fellow bore the name of Ned Lake, and he 
* certainly was worthy of the girl’s love. 

She had encouraged him in his attentions, too; but just 
now she seemed to have forgotten that he existed. 

Arietta was not slow to notice this. 

“The Broncho Queen is a flirt,” she inwardly comment- 
ed. “TI don’t like a flirt!” 

It was about the middle of an afternoon in the fall of 
the year when our friends reached the ranch, where the ju- 
bilee was taking place, and they felt obliged to accept the 
invitation to stay there over night and see the wagon’ 
train start on its journey in the morning. 
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CHAPTER IV. 
YOUNG WILD WEST BECOMES A PRAIRIE PILOT. 


The man who had bought the ranch of Pete Darling 
had not yet arrived on the premises, but he had hired six 
of the boys who had been working there, and they were to 
look after things until he came. 

Our friends were not long in finding out that there were 
just eightgen people going to Utah, including Darling and 
his wife and daughter. 

Of these there were only seven men, the rest being 
women and children. 

But four families were represented in the whole eigh- 
teen. 

Ned Lake was the only one who had no relatives there. 
He had been working as a foreman for Darling for the 
past year, and he declared that he must go with him to 
the Mecca they hoped to find. 

But it was more than likely that the bright eyes of the 
Broncho Queen had more sPeaction for him than any 
place they could possibly find. 

After the abduction and rescue of the girl the bronchos 
were driven into the corral and then an old-fashioned 
danee took place. 

One of the older men of the party had a violin, which 
he could play pretty well, and this furnished all the music 
that was needed. 

Of course, our friends joined in the dance. 

They were experts at that sort of thing, and after the 
first dance Wild was asked by Darling to dance with Belle. 

He could not very well refuse, so Arietta at once ac- 
cepted the invitation of Ned Lake, who seemed to know 
just who to ask about that time, and got in the same 
set. 

The Broncho Queen was in great spirits, and she danced 
as she had never done before, so her mother declared. 

But she had such a graceful partner that perhaps that 
had something to do with it. 

The fun kept up until it was time for supper, and then 
the fiddler, having broken his last bass string, declared 
that they would have to quit, anyhow. 

It was not until they had nearly finished eating the 
meal, which was quite an elaborate one, that Pete Darling 
asked our friends where they were bound. 

“Nowhere in particular,” Wild answered. “We are just 
looking for excitement and adventure.” 

“T wish you was goin’ our way,” the ranchman said, 
shaking his head. “I bet you could pilot us through over 
the prairie, all right.” 

“Why couldn’t we do it, Wild?” spoke up Cheyenne 
Charlie. “We know ther way to ther Colorado River as 
well ag any one, I reckon.” 

“Well, I see no reason why we shouldn’t go, providing 
they want us to,” our hero answered. 

“Want yer to!” echoed Darling, jumping up and bring- 
ing his hand down upon the table with such force that 
the dishes danced... “Want yer ter pilot us over in Utah, 
eh? Great rattlesnakes! Jest say you'll do it, Young 
Wild West, an’ Ill pay yer well fur it.” 


' 


YOUNG WILD WEST AS A PRAIBIZ PILOT. , * 


ee mnt nn TT TT eR Re 





“We'll do it, and you won't» pay us a cent,” said Wild, | horses all the rest we can. It is tough work ‘valine 
smiling at him. “Ill be your prairie pilot, all right. There s over the prairie.” 
is no telling but that we may strike lots of excitement on| “Right yer are, Wild,” replied Pete Darling. “You 
the way, and that is what we are looking for, as I said a} know your business all right.” 
little while ago.” During all this time Hop Wah, the clever Chinaman, 
“Hooray !”” shouted the pleased man, and the male mem-} had remained pretty quiet. 
bers of the party joined him in giving a genuine cowboy} But after the halt was made, and they had eaten dinner, 
yell, right at the table. he began to get on very friendly terms with some of the 
Arietta was the only one who did not look exactly | men. | 








pleased. The old man who had played the fiddle for the dance 
She noticed that Belle Darling apeared to be delighted, | was very joky with the Chinaman, and when he found that 
and that was probably the reason why. Hop could give him a pretty good answer every time he — 
But she did not say anything, of course. became more interested in him than ever. 


“What is the matter, Et?” Wild said that night, as they 
got together on the porch. “You seem to be downhearted 
about something. ‘Tell me what is troubling you.” 

“T wish you had, not offered to pilot these people across 
the prairie, Wild,” she answered, her face flushing, 


“What's your right name, Hop?” he asked him. 

“Me name Hop Wah; come flom China, so be,” was the 
reply. “Whatte you light name?” 

“My name are Ben Hope.” 

*“Me be’n hopee you likee um namee, allee samee,” and 
the Celestial grinned. 

“Ha, ha, ha! That’s a good one! Say, what do you 
know, anyhow?” 


“Why not, little one?” and the boy looked surprised. 

“Well, I—I don’t know exactly why, but 

“Say, Pll bet I know what’s the matter with you—you 
aré getting jealous of the Broncho Queen! Now let.me] a, ,. ) obs Ke iz ’ 
tell you something. That is nonsense! You ought to[_ as Rue e yore Pog aan tees Hee eee ee ieee 
know that I only care for one girl, and that you are the ae do. eh?” 
one. Belle seems to think that she ought to treat me nice Doe ois 
because I saved her to-day from that villainous guide. That 
is all there is to it. You don’t see me acting spoony with 
her, do you?” 

“No, but she acts very much as though she would like 
you to,” the girl retorted, coming right out with it. 

“Why, that young fellow called Ned Lake is engaged to 
her, so her father told me just before supper. You can bet 
she will marry him, too!” 

“Well, she can, for all I care. I mean to show her that 
she is not the only girl who can rope a mustang before I 





It so happened that old Ben Hope always had a sort 
or hankering for a little gambling now and then, and 
when he heard Hop say he could play draw poker he 
thought he had found a victim. 

But Hope was not the only man in the crowd who 
liked to gamble with cards and dice. 

That is a’ failing that a great many of the old plains- 
men have. 

It did not take him more than five minutes to get two 
others, who were eager to have a little game, and then 
the four went in the shade behind one of the wagons and 


get through.” 
“Good! I want you to. I understand that old man| “T° ready tor business. j 
Darling is going to take along twenty of the unbroken “Pve got a deck of cards, but ther four of hearts is 
horses. Wé can have a little fun now and then on the| missin’,” said one of them, as he took a very greasy pack 
way, if nothing else turns up to keep us busy.” of cards from his pocket. 
Arietta was in a much better frame of mind after hav-| “Me allee samee gottee plenty goodee cards,” Hop an- 
ing a talk with her sweetheart. swered, and so he had, for he was really a professional 
She believed in him, but at the same time she did not card sharp, and the man to beat him at draw poker had 
like it because the Broncho Queen was trying to be sweet|to get up very early in the morning, to use the ex- 
on him. pression. 
The next morning the party got ready for the start. “Them’s what yer kin call cards,” observed one of 
Three old-fashioned prairie schooners had been fitted| the men, shaking his head in a satisfied way. “How 
up and the axles well greased for a long trip of two hun-| much money have yer got, Mister Heathen?” 
dred miles over the plains and mountains. Hop quickly drew a handful of gold and silver from one 
The goods and chattels of the four families were stowed] Of his capacious pockets. 
away in the wagons, and, with four stout hotses to each} “Me allee samee got plenty,” answered the Chinaman, 
one, they set out, the cowboys, who were to remain on} smiling blandly. 
the ranch, giving them a rousing sendoff. “T’ll tell yer what we'll do,” said Ben Hope, winking 
It was rather slow traveling for our friends, but they] at the other two. “We'll play a two-dollar freeze-out 
had not indulged in anything like it for some time, and| game, only jack pots. What do yer say, boys?” 
they rather enjoyed it. “What limit?” asked one. 
Thev kept at it pretty well until noon, and then a halt! “Ten cent limit an’ five ante.” 
was made. “Lat velly nicee lillee gamee,” Hop declared. 
“T reckon we had better take a rest of t two hours,” Wild| So it was settled that they would play it that way, and 
said to the ranchman, who was the acknowledged leader of | they got a wagon seat for a table and sat down around 
the band of travelers. “We will gain more by giving the| it. 
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It was not very long before there were some interested 
spectators, among whom were Wild and Charlie. 

Our hero knew well that the clever Chinaman would 
swindle the men out of all the money they had, if they 
would play long enough with him. 

But he decided to let the game go on, and at the finish 
make Hop give back his winnings. 

“Only jackee pot, so be?” said Hop, as he carefully 
shuffled the cards. 


“That’s it!” the fiddler exclaimed. 
“Allee light. No open um ‘less um got pair of jacks 
or bettee.” 


He won the deal and then the game began. 





CHAPTER V. 


THE TWO STRANGERS. 

To look at Hop Wah just then, one would have thought 
he was a very innocent Celestial, who was ambitious to 
learn the great American game of draw poker, and that 
he was trying to make out that he knew something about 
it, just to get the privilege of playing with the eee 
men. 


The ante of five cents was put up, and then Hop al- 
lowed the man on his right to cut the cards, after which 
he proceeded to deal them around, one at a time, in accord- 
ance with the rules of the game. 

I'he man next to the one who had put up the ante found 
himself the possessor of a pair of jacks, and he promptly 
opened it and bet the limit of ten cents. 

It so happened that the others had pairs, so they came 
in, as a matter of course. 

Hop also had a pair. 

It was a pair of aces, too, and he knew he was going 
to have them before he saw them, for he had fixed the 
cards that way. 

He also knew that he was going to get the other two 
aces on the draw. 

That was a sure thing, as his sleight-of-hand abilities 
permitted him to get just what cards he wanted, when 
he was the dealer. 

When it was some one else’s deal he usually had the 
winning cards up his sleeve, or somewhere else, handy. 

Each of the players drew three cards, and they each got 
a pair to correspond with the one they had. 

Hop got his aces, and he had the best hand out, of 
course. 


Then the betting went around, each man raising it the 
limit as it came his turn. 

Four of a kind was a big hand, and as no one knew that 
any one held such a hand but himself, it was only nat- 
ural that each should feel that he was a sure winner. 

They kept it up with dogged determination until each 
had exhausted his two dollars. 

Then it came a showdown, 

“T reckon [ll scoop ther pot,” said Ben Hope, as he 
showed four kings. “I wish it was a game of no limit, 
blamed if I don’t! Td clean you fellers out !” 


“Thunder!” exclaimed one of the others, as he showed — 
four queens. “I thought I had ther pot.” 

‘And so did I,” chimed in the other, as he showed his 
four jacks. 

“You makee velly muchee mistakee, so be,” remarked 
Hop, smiling blandly; and then he laid down his four 
aces. “Me havee takee in um pot, so.be. Velly nicee lillee 
game fleeze-out, allee samee.” 

The Chinhinah’s victims looked at each other in si- 
lence for a moment. 

“Boys,” said Hope, “he said he knowed how ter play 
draw poker, didn’t he?” 

“He sartinly did say that,” answered one of the men. 

“Well—he does !” 


The old fiddler got up as he spoke. @ 

“T reckon you picked up the wrong man, gentlemen,” 
said Young Wild West, smiling at them. “I may as well 
tell you that Hop is a ‘professional card sharp. He could 
beat the man who invented cards, if he had the chance 
to play with him. Don’t play any more with him. He 
will win all the money you have got if you do. Hop, now 
give them back their money.” 

“Allee light, Misler Wild,” Hop said, meekly. 

Then he handed them each two dollars and walked away 
from the spot, shaking his head sadly. 

None of the victims wanted to take back their money, 
but when Wild impressed it on thejr minds that what 
he told them was right they accepted it. 


“It would only have served us right if he’d cleaned us 
out of all we had,” said Hope. “We took ne fur a green- 
horn, an’ we expected ter win his money.” 

“Well, you can’t always judge a man by the clothes he 
wears, you know,” our ‘hero remarked. 

“No; nor by his pigtail, either,” added Hope, with a 
chuckle. | 

A quiet rest followed, and when the time was up the 
party set out again over the prairie. 

Toward the middle of the atternoon they saw timber 
ahead, and Young Wild West made up his min’ that they 
would try and reach it before dark. 

Their water supply was rather limited, and where there 
is timber there is apt to be water. 

It was near sunset when they came to the timber, and 
then, much to the satisfaction of all hands, they found a 
brook. 


The water in it was pure and cool, and that was all that 
was required. 

“Now,” said our hero, addressing the male members of 
the party, “I reckon we will fix things just as though we 
were expecting an attack from redskins or outlaws. There 
is nothing like being prepared, you know.” 

“That’s right,” answered Pete Darling, nodding his ap- 
proval. “TI agree with yer on that, Wild.” | 

‘The wagons were drawn up in a semi-circle and the 
horses were left to graze on the luxuriant gtass at the 
edge of the woods. 

While the men were at work preparing for the night 
the children gathered wood and then fires were lighted 
and the women proceeded to cook the evening meal. 

The pilgrims were happy in the anticipation of reach- 
ing the land they were heading for, as account of it had 
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been heard by them, and they all expected to do well|asked which they preferred, coffee or tea, they took both, 


there. , 

Young Wild West had not told them his opinion of it, 
but if he had it would have been that he did not think it 
one bit better than the place they had left. 

But that made no difference. 

The most of them had sold out, and they had money 
enough to stock up with when they got settled. 

It was really the idea of Pete Darling to go prospecting 
when he reached what he considered was the gold-bearing 
region, 

But he had not mentioned this to any one, and he did 
not intend to until what he thought was the proper time. 
: The evening meal was eaten and then it began to grow 

ark, 

The horses, even to the unbroken bronchos, seemed to 
be perfectly contented, and it seemed hardly necessary to 
keep a watch on them. 

Not Jong after dark the sounds made by horses ap- 
proaching was heard, and in less than a minute later two 
strangers rode up to ‘the camp. 


They were cowboys, by the looks of them, though they 
appeared to be awfully dirty and unkempt. 

Young Wild West sized them up quickly, as he always 
did strangers, and he came to the conclusion that there 
was something wrong about them. 

There was a certain hunted look aout them, which sug- 
gested the probability of their having committed some 
kind of a crime. 

“Good evenin’, people,” said one of them, politely, as 
they drew rein and halted in the light of the big fire that 
had been left burning in the centre of the camp. “I reck- 
on you've got a bite ter eat fur a couple of galoots like us, 
ain't yer? We seen your light here, an’ we started fur it 
right away, *cause we ain’t had a square meal in about a 
week,” 

“T reckon yer kin have all yer want ter eat, strangers,” 
Pete Darling replied, as he scanned them closely. “Where 
do yer hail from?” 

“We belonged ter Dixon’s ranch, which is about a: hun- 
dred miles from here,” the other fellow answered. “I say 
belonged, *cause I don’t s’pose we do now, fur Dixon is 
one of ther kind what don’t like men what goes on a spree 
an’ don’t *tend ter business. We was helpin’ ter drive a 
big herd of cattle off ther railroad track, an’ when he 
struck a ranch where they had whisky ter sell me an’ Dave 
dropped behind an’ got drunk. Then we got on ther 
wrong trail, ’cause it was in ther night time, an’ we 
sorter got lost. My! But I’m putty hungry, kin tell 
yer ! {99 

“Well, blamed if yer don’t look hungry,” the aia 
declared. ‘Ther wimmen folks fe git yer somethin’ ter 
eat right away.” 

Darling believed that the man had told the truth in 
what he said, and he was ready to help them all he could. 

But Wild did not believe what they said. 

He had set them down as crooks the moment he got a 
square look at them, and he seldom made a mistake. 

But there was one thing about it—and that was the two 
men certainly were very hungry. 

They ate the food given them ravenously, and when 


each ‘drinking two or three cups. 

After they were through, and one of the men had fur- 
nished them with tobacco for their pipes, Wild started in 
to question them a little. 

He learned that their names were Dave Mott and Rip 
Howard, but beyond what one of them had already told he 
could learn nothing. 

As he expected, they asked permission to stay all night 
in the camp, and when Darling readily gave it, our hero 
made up his mind to keep a watch on them, or to see to it 
that some one did. 

All this time the Broncho Queen had been rather quiet. 

She had condescended to pay a little more attention to 
Ned Lake, and consequently the young cowboy foreman 
was made very happy. 

Since Arietta had shown her jealousy Wild had aa 
little or no attention to what Belle had said to him, and 
she had probably understood. 

The evening passed away, and soon it came time for the 
travelers to retire for the night. 

The two strangers had not had much to say, and as soon 
as they found the rest were turning in ie sought ea 
blankets and went to sleep. 

But they did not intend to sleep figs all night, as will 
be seen. 





CHAPTER VI. 
TONY PEDRO MEETS AN OLD FRIEND. 


When the bullet from Young Wild West’s rifle cut a 
piece from his hat, his joy at getting off so easily was 
turned to fear, and his one desire just then was to get 
out of sight. 

Now he breathed easier, for he felt that he was safe. 

“Dandy, to-day is the first time you ever failed me,” 
he said, speaking to his horse. “But I don’t suppose it 


iwas altogether your fault. You had to carry two, and I 


was handicapped so I couldn’t manage you right. But, old 
boy! I know there wasn’t another horse there outside of 
Young Wild West’s that could catch you. But Pll show. 
that young galoot something before I am through with 
him !” 

_ He patted the horse on the neck, which showed that he 
loved the animal, in spite of the fact that it had failed to 
get him away with his captive. 

Once through the timber, the villain changed his course, 
and in a very few minutes he was riding in the direction 
he knew the wagon train would take the next morning. 

_ Tony Pedro had not give up hopes of getting the Bron- 
cho Queen yet! 

The scoundrel was really in love with the girl, and being 
of the type that will stoop very low in order to gain his 
point, he was but waiting for the chance to capture the 
girl again. 

Then he, too, wanted to get square with the dashing 
boy, who had frustrated him. 

He did not stop to think that if it had not been for the 
same boy he might have been lynched. 


‘. to get a chance at Young Wild West. 
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But Tony Pedro was not that kind. 

He never gave any one credit for anything good; it was 
what was bad for him that he treasured up against them. 

“T’ll beat that sorrel in a square race with Dandy!” he 
exclaimed, under his breath. “Then Ill kill Young Wild 
West afterward! That’s the programme. Now to get 
the chance to carry it out.” 

The villain rode on until darkness overtook him. 

He had not seen a solitary thing that looked like civil- 
ization since he had left the ranch behind the strip of 
woods. 

“It is rather tough to stop here on the open prairie all 
night,” he thought. “But it won’t be the first time I have 
done it. If I only had some grub with me it wouldn’t be 
so bad. Well, I’ll have to make the best of it, for I want 
And I want Belle 
Darling. I reckon that is enough to make me put up 
with what they call privations.” 

He took the saddle from his horse and hobbled him, so 
he could not stray far, and then he sat down on his blan- 
ket. 

, It seemed that the villain was in luck, for he had not 
been there more than twenty minutes before he heard a 
horse coming that way. 

Pedro sprang to his feet. 

“Hello!” he exclaimed. “I reckon I ain’t ther only 
one out here on ther prairie in ther dark.” 

Then he saw the outlines of a horse and rider. 

It was evident that the stranger had seen his horse, for 
he was riding slowly in the direction of the spot where it 
was grazing. 


“How are yer, stranger?” Pedro called out, not caring 
much whether it was friend or foe. 

“Ugh!” exclaimed the rider, bringing his mustang to a 
sudded halt. 

“Hello, Injun! Got anything to eat with yer?” 

It was an Indian, sure enough, and Pedro did not hesi-} © 
tate to step out to him. 

“Tony Pedro! Me glad to see!” and with that the red- 
skin dismounted and put out both hands. 

“Why, if it ain’t Jack Soldier Coat, I'll eat my hat!” 
cried the treacherous guide. “Jack, I’m mighty glad to 
meet you! Where are you bound?” 

“Me have to get away from little town putty quick; me 
steal horse,” said the Indian, nodding to his mount. 

“Did you come far?” 

“More than fifty miles, Tony.” 

The redskin was an Apache, and he could speak very 
good English. 

But it happened that he and Tony Pedro had met be- 
fore; and that they had been engaged in unlawful pursuits 
together, so it was only natural that they should be de- 
lighted to see each other. 


“What you do here, Tony?” Jack Soldier Coat asked. 

“Oh, I got chased away from a crowd I was going to 
pilot over into Utah, Jack. I fell in love with a nice girl, 
and I was fool enough to try and get away with her. But 
a boy they call Young Wild West had a mighty fast horse, 
and he caught me. ‘They was goin’ to hang me, but they 
changed their minds an’ let me go. [ ain’t got a mouthful 
to eat, though.” 
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“Me got grub; little water, too.” 

“Good! I ‘ll never forget you, Jack, if you share a lit- 
tle of it with me. I'll put you in the way of getting hold 
of a whole lot of money, too, if you will stick to me.” 

“Me stick to Tony, you bet !” 

The rascally redskin then attended to his horse, after 
which he produced a bag of provisions and a water jug, 
which was about half full. 


The food was very coarse, but Tony was hungry and . 


he made a hearty meal of it and swallowed it down with 
a draught of water that was almost lukewarm. 

The Indian ate with him, and when they got through 
the repast all there was left was a couple of loaves of very 
hard corn bread and some salt. 


Coat. “The timber is over there.” 


“That’s right, Jack. That is just the way I Swarts to go. 


I want to get to some good hiding place and wait till the 
wagon train I was going to take through comes along. 
Then we will work a little strategy and steal the money 
the men have got. I suppose Young Wild West will be 
with them, too, though I never heard anything said about 
it. But it strikes me that way; an’ he’s ther galoot I want 
to lay low for catchin’ me to-day.” 

“Me help. Me very good to steal when palefaces no 
see,” the Indian assured him, meaning that he was a very 
good sneak thief. 


“All right, Jack. My! but ain’t I glad I met you! I 
couldn’t have met a better one, if I had called out ther 
one 1 wanted to jine me. You stick to me, and you'll 
come out all right.. If anybody comes along after the 
horse you stole you kin bet I’ll stand by you, if I go under 
for it.” 

The villainous Apache smiled and looked pleased. 

“Tony Pedro is a good’ friend,” he said. “We stay to- 
gether. 'Tony will help me and I will help Tony.” 

The two remained there until morning. 

Then they at once left and headed for the northwest, 
where the timber lay. 


They could see it ahead of them as the sun got a little 
way up, and then they knew they could reach it in less 
than two hours. 


“We'll shoot somethin’ for breakfast, Jack,” said Tony. 
“Then we'll be all right. I reckon that will be a good 
place to wait for the wagon train, too.” 

“Woods a very good place,” the Indian answered. 

It was not more than an hour from the time they 
mounted when they came to the timber. 

Here they found water, and then they started in to hunt 
for some game. 


Both were what might be called good shots, and in less 
than half an hour they had bagged a jack rabbit and three 
partridges. 

Then they quickly prepared the game for cooking and a 
fire was started. 


“We can’t eat it all now, ‘beagh I’m mighty hungry,” 
Tony declared. “It will come in good before the day is 
over, most likely, so we will take with us what ‘we don’t 
want now.” | 

When the partridges and rabbit were cooked they ate 


“We get plenty game to-morrow,” said Jack Soldier 
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heartily, and then stowed the rest away in the bag the | regular breathing of some of the sleepers they grew rest- 


redskin had. 
_ “Now I reckon we'll go on a little ways and find a good 
place to wait for the wagon train,” said Tony. 

“Better wait here,” suggested the Indian, who seemed 
to think he was safe from pursuit. “This very good place. 
If the wagon train starts this morning it will be night 
when it gets here. They no come fast like us.” 


“That’s so. I reckon you’re right. Well, we will look 
around here and find about where they will put up when 
they get here. I suppose that is about the place, over 
there at the edge of the woods. There is the brook, and 
there. is the grass for their horses. Well, I suppose we 
may as well stay right here and spend the biggest part of 
the day in hunting game. We will salt and smoke enough 
to last us two or three days, for in case we have to go 
on there is a mighty long stretch, where the game is as 
scarce as hen’s teeth.” 

“That right, Tony, ” nodded the Apache. 

They did remain there all day—or in the near vicinity, 
rather, and as night came on they had a good supply of 


provender on bad in the way of venison, birds and rab-]. 


bits. 

It was just before dark when the Indian sighted the 
wagon train coming. 

He ran back into the woods to the little gully they had 
chosen for their camping place and informed his villainous 
companion. 


“Good!” exclaimed Tony. “We will watch where they 
will stop. It will be right at the edge of the woods, about 
three hundred yards from here, Ill bet!” 

And so it was, too. The villainous guide hit it just 
right. | 
- Tony Pedro was delighted. 

“Now, if they don’t guard their camp too strong, we'll 
do something to-night, Jack,” he said. 


CHAPTER VII. 
THE VILLAINS GET TOGETHER. 


Young Wild West was one of the first to turn in to get 
some sleep. 

Cheyenne Charlie and two of the men belonging to the 
wagon train were going to do the first trick at watching 
the camp, so he felt perfectly at ease. 

He knew that with either the scout or Jim Dart on 
guard things would be bound to be all right, in case of 
anything turning up. 


But let us turn our attention to the men who had given 
their names. as Dave Mott and Rip Howard. 

Though they really were tired out, neither of them went 
to sleep. : 

They were nothing more than a pair of villains, and as 
well as they had been used by the travelers, they felt that 
they must rob them of what they could and steal off in the 
- darkness. 

When all was still in the camp, and they could hear the 


less and eager to ply their trade. 

“Dave,” said Howard, in a whisper, “we ought ter be 
able ter make a putty good haul here, hadn’t we?” 

“Yes,” was the reply. “They appear ter be like a good- 
natured lot of innercents.” 

“Well, I tell yer what you do. You crawl out gn’ git 
ther horses ready, an’ then see what you kin git in ther 
line of grub ter take along. There’s two haunches of veni- 
son hanging over there, bein’ smoked, an’ yer kin git 
them all right. Vl look fur money.” 

There were two haunches of venison being smoked, all 
right. 

A deer had been shot 6 one of the men just before 
dark, and they were getting the meat in condition to save 
for a time when they might not be able to get anything 
fresh. 

‘The two unthankful men waited a while, and then they 
both crept away in the darkness. 

It so happened that neither of the three watchers were 
looking that way just then. 

But they could not hope to escape the vigilance of Chey- 
enne Charlie very long. 

Dave Mott made straight for the place where a horses 
were, and he was stealthy enough to get them unloosened 
and ready to be mceunted. 

He even got them away from the rest and into the 
woods, for the guards were not expecting anything to hap- 
pen so near them as that. 

But Rip Howard was nob so successful in doing his part 
of the game. 

He had just reached the side of the sleeping leader of 
the emigrants, and was about to put his hand in his pock- 
ets, when a hand gripped him by the back of the neck and 
he was pulled backward. 

“You measly coyote!” exclaimed a voice. “So you’re 
a thief, are yer? Well, I reckon you'll hang from a limb 
afore you’re many minutes older. Hey, there! Look out 
fur ther other galoot !” 


One of the guards ran to the spot where the two men 
had been ving. and, of course, they found that there was 
no one there. 

Charlie did not want to rouse the entire camp. 

He thought they would be able to handle the two ras- 
cals quite easily. 

But Howard was a very slippery fellow. 

Suddenly he made a quick move and tore himself away, 
from his captor, leaving his coat behind him. 

Charlie stood for a second with the coat in his hand, 
and then he darted after the clever villain. 

But he was just unlucky enough to catch his toe in a 
root, and down he went at full length. 

Rip Howard dashed straight for the place where he 
knew his companion would have the horses. 

He hit it just right, and’as Dave Mott had already 
mounted, after hearing the voice of the scout, he started 
off through the woods the moment Howard got there. 

“This way, Rip!” he exclaimed in a low tone of voice. 
“We've got ter ride fur our lives now.” 

His companion made no reply, but he got on the back 
of his horse with remarkable quickness, and away he went. 
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The two men were not particular just what way they 
went, so long as they could keep in the woods and out of 
the way of Young Wild West and his friends. 

But they did not ride very far through the darkness be- 
fore two forms confronted them and a muffled voice called 
out: 

“Halt !” 

Thefe was an opening in the foliage just at that point, 
and Mott and Howard could see the two men quite dis- 
tinctly. 

They also caught the glimmer of something bright in 
the hands of one of them. 

Realizing that they were covered, they promptly reined 
in their horses. 

“Ugh! Where palefaces go so fast?” asked one of the 
men, as he caught Mott’s horse by the bridle and kept 
him covered with a revolver at the same time. 

“Not so loud, Jack!” said the other man. 
pretty close to that camp, you know.” 

He had Howard covered, and he quickly got hold of his 
horse, 

They were Tony Pedro and his Indian friend, Jack 
Soldier Coat, as the reader could’ guess without half try- 
ing. 

The two rascally men had come straight to the camp 
of the villainous pair. 

“If yer want ter rob us, go ahead,” said Mott, who was 
the first to recover himself. “But hurry about it! We’ve 
jest been tryin’ ter do somethin’ in that line ourselves, an’ 
we got catched an’ had ter light out. You'd better look 
out, or Young Wild West an’ his pards will be here in a 
jiffy. We ain’t got three dollars between ther two of us!” 

“That’s right,” spoke up Howard. “We're thieves our- 
selves, boys.” 

Tony lowered his revolver. 

There was so much earnestness about them that he was 
forced to believe them. 


“So you are thieves, are you?” he said, still speaking in 
a low voice. “Well, you can join us, then. Four can get 
along better than two, I reckon.” 

“But we don’t want ter stay as close to that camp as all 
this,” declared Mott. “Ther first thing yer know that fel- 
ler they call Cheyenne Charlie will be here; an’ there’s no 
tellin’ how many he’ll have with him. If yer want us ter 
stay with yer jest git your horses an’ come on a mile or 
so.” 

“Well, I reckon we'll go with yer, if there’s any danger 
‘of us bein’ found here. What do yer say, Jack?” 

“Tony don’t want Young Wild West to know that he is 
here,” was the reply. 

“That’s right. Get the saddles on the horses. Vl 
watch these galoots to make sure that they are not playing 
us for fools.” 

“You'll find out that we’re all right, pard,’’ answered 
Howard. “But don’t be ther means of lettin’ us git catched 
by them people back there. They took us in an’ give us 
a good supper; an’ then we had ter try an’ rob ’em. But 
it wouldn’t work, an’ here we are, very lucky ter git that 
far.” 

“Well, I reckon they wouldn’t try ter catch yer in the 
dark, not if they knowed you had your horses.” 


“We are 


“They couldn't help knowin’ that we had ’em.” 

“Well, yer don’t hear *em comin’, do yer?” 

Howard admitted that he did not. 

The fact was that Charlie had not tried to follow them 
into the woods after he heard the sounds of their horses’ 
hoofs as they rode away into the darkness of the tim- 
ber. 

He quickly found out that no real harm had been done 
by the two rascals. 

But the slight noise that had been made had aroused 
both Wild and Jim, whose ears were very susceptible to 
unusual sounds, whether they were asleep or awake. 

When they found out that the two men had tried to 
rob some one in the camp, and then light out, they agreed 
with Charlie that it was best to let them go, and be on 
the lookout for them later on. 

Meanwhile Jack Soldier Coat got the two horses ready, 
and also their few belongings. 

Mott and Howard were on pins and needles, to use the 
expression, while they had to wait. 

It was only a short time, but it seemed very long to 
them. 

The four rode off together, the Indian leading and Tony 
fetching up the rear. 

It was evident that the two latter were just the least 
bit suspicious of the pair that had joined them so sud- 
denly. 

When they had covered about two miles they reached a 
very thick part of the woods, where the foliage was so 
dense that the light from the stars could not penetrate. 

“T reckon we'll stop here,” said Tony, as he brought 
his horse to a halt. “Hold on, Jack. ‘There’s no use in 
going any further.” 


“That's right, Lets was the redskin’s reply. “This 


| plenty good enough.” 


“Yes, this are good enough,” observed Dave Mott. 
“Now, then, I reckon we'll git better acquainted with 
each other. You two fellers is robbers, or yer wouldn’t 
have stopped us at their pints of your shooters. Me an’ 
my pards is jest ther same kind of stuff, so there yer 
are |” 

“ Al] right,” answered Tony. “Just tell us your names.” 

This they did, and then they learned who the Indian 
and the white villain were. — 

After finding a suitable place to stop for the night they 
got it in shape, and then they talked in low tones for over 
an hour, and the result was that both pairs became satis- 
fied that they could not have done better than to have met. 

Mott and Howard were of the sneaking class of villains 
to be found in all parts of the world. 

While they would put up a pretty stiff fight if cornered, 
they would sooner run away from bullets than face them. 

They admitted all this, but Tony was satisfied. 

“You help me an’ Jack an we'll all get hold of a big 
pile of money,” he said. 





CHAPTER VIII. 
ARIETTA’S GREAT SHOOTING. 


Our friends were up bright and early the next morn- 


ing. 
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The sun came up like a great red ball, which gave prom- 
ise of a hot day, with very little breeze. 


Wild did not know exactly how far the timber extended, 


so he advised: that the water barrels be filled, and that 
game should be shot in plenty to stock up for a two days’ 
ride over the prairie, where there would be little to be 
found but very short grass. 

His advice was acted upon, and when they emerged 
from the timber shortly after ten o’clock, and saw noth- 
ing but the rolling plain before them, the party was well 
supplied for the next two or three days. 

As we have stated, it was rather slow work traveling 
‘ with prairie schooners, but our friends had made up their 
minds to stick it out, and they tried to find something to 
pass the time. 

Hop was induced to show some of his sleight- -of-hand 
business every time they came to a halt to rest the horses, 
and he was. very amusing to those who had never seen him 
do such things. 

When noon came they halted and prepared to rest until 
two o'clock. Wild figured that they would reach the Utah 
line by noon the next day. 

But the part that Pete Darling and his friends wanted 
to go to would necessitate another day and a half’s jour- 
ney at the least. 


There was quite a patch of sagebrush off to the left of 
the spot they had halted at, and after dinner Arietta 
picked up her rifle and said: 

“T have an idea that there is some game over there. 
Tam going to try my luck. Sage hens are not bad eating, 
you know.” 

“Qo ahead, Et,” answered our hero. 

“Can’t we go, too, Arietta?” asked Anna, as she bina 
tened to get a shotgun. 

. Certainly. The more the better, for then we may be 
able to shoot-enough for all hands to have a taste.” 

Eloise got her shotgun, too. 

Then Belle Darling picked up her rifle. 

“T may as well go, too,” she said, smiling at Arietta, “TI 
have often shot birds with my rifle.” 

“The four of us ought to get enough, if there are any 
there,” was the reply. 

Young Wild West’s sweetheart meant to show the Bron- 
cho Queen that she would have to get a hustle on her if she 
wanted to keep up with her. 

Arietta certainly was an expert at that particular kind 
of shooting. 

““Now we will see something, I reckon,” observed Pete 
Darling, as the four girls started for the sagebrush. “Belle 
will git her share of ther chickens, if -there’s any of ’em 
there, an’ yer kin bet on that. Two of ’em has got shot- 
guns, but that won’t count much ag’in her, though.” 

“We will watch them from here, and count the birds we 
see drop,” answered our hero, as he climbed up on the 
front of one of the wagons, where the ranchman was seat- 
ed. smoking his pipe. 

The girls had hardly reached the edge of the feeding 
gréunds for the kind of birds they were looking for when 
a flock arose and flew straight away from them. 

Arietta fired twice before either of the others pulled a 
trigger, and two sage hens were seen to drop. 


Then Belle fired twice and one dropped. , 

At the same time Anna and Eloise let go with their 
double-barrelled shotguns, and five went down. 

“That’s eight that I know of,” said Wild. 

“An’ Belle only got one,” replied Darling, shrugging 
his shoulders. “She was a leetle bit slow, I reckon. But 
there’s more birds there. Jest wait till she gits woke up.” 

Wild called Hop and Wing and told them to go out and 
pick up the fallen birds. 

Meanwhile the girls continued on through the sages 
brush. 


They spread out about two hundred feet apart and held 
their guns in readiness. 

It was not long before another flock got up. 

Crang! Bang! Crang ! Bang bang! 

The tities and shotguns booke: and several of the hirds 
were seen to drop. 

But they were just a little too far away for Wild and 
the restiat the camp to count how many. 

However, both our hero and Darling could not help see- 
ing that Arietta was doing almost the entire work with 
the rifle. 

Anna and Eloise were knocking two and three at a time 
with their shotguns, for the sage hens kept close together 
when they flew away, and it was easy to do it. 

The four girls kept up the hunt for nearly an hour, the 
two Chinamen following along and gathering up the 
game. 

When they finally came back to the camp there was a 
gleam of triumph in Arietta’s blue eyes. 


The Broncho Queen, on the other hand, looked disgust- 


ed. 

“Well, I reckon we’ve got enough ter make all hands 
sick of chicken fur a while,” remarked Pete ,Darling, 
looking at the game, as it was dropped to the ground. 

“Count them up, Hop,” said Wild. 

The Celestial quickly did so. 

“Allee samee, tlenty-eight, so be,” he said. 

“T dropped seven of them,” spoke up Arietta, looking 
at Wild and smiling. 

“And I am sure I shot eleven,” chimed in Anna. “I 
never had such luck at shooting birds before. I dropped 
three at one shot.” 


“Well, as far as I can tell, eight of them fell before me,” 
Eloise said, modestly. “That is very good for me, I think. 
But they flew just right, and I coufdn’t help hitting 
them.” / 

“That makes twenty-six that you three dropped, then,” 
observed the Broncho Queen. “If there are only twenty- 
eight. altogether, I could not have shot any more than 
two.” 

“What’s ther matter with yer to-day, Belle?” her father 
asked. “I noticed that yer was wastin’ considerable pow- 
der out there. You’ve gone am let all ther rest beat yer.” 

“JT didn’t have the same luck that they did,” was the 
retort. 

Tl] admit that there was some luck about it,” Arietta 
said, quietly. “But I never pull a trigger unless I am 
sure I have got my bird covered. I don’t shoot and de- 
pend on luck to make the bullet strike the mark.” 

This was a cutting one, and Belle winced. 
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But she laughed good naturedly, however. 

“Suppose we try shooting at something else?” she sug- 
gested. “Then we will see how much luck there is about 
it. There are a couple of empty tomato cans over there. 
Have some one to throw one of them up for you, and let’s 
see how many times you can hit it before it strikes the 
ground,” 

“Very well,” Arietta answered, quickly. 
throw it up for me.” 

“Certainly.” 


The young deadshot picked up one of the cans, which 
had been emptied of their contents a short time before, 
and got ready. 

Arietta put some fresh cartridges in the magazine of her 
rifle, and then she called out that she was ready. 

The girl. was just in her element now. 

She always liked to do fancy shooting, and she took de- 
light in it on this occasion, because she felt sure that 
she could beat the Broncho Queen. 

“Are you ready, Et?” asked Wild. 

“Yes; throw up the can.” 

Up it went as high as the boy could throw it. 

Arietta caught it before it got to its height and then 
she began firing rapidly. 

Three times she pulled the trigger before the can 
touched the ground, and when Ned Lake ran and picked 
it up he could easily count three marks on it. 

“That's what I call shootin’ some!” he exclaimed. 
“Belle, you'll have ter git a hustle on yer ter come up 
ter that.” 

“Oh, I don’t expect to come up to it,” was the reply. 
“T never thought I was a champion shot. My best game 
_ is with the bronchos.” 

Everybody wanted to look at the can, and when they 
had satisfied themselves that the girl had not missed a 
shot they looked upon her with admiration. 

Belle now got ready to try her luck. 

“Will you throw up the can for me, Wild?” she asked, 
calling him by his nickname for the first time. 

“Certainly,” was the reply. “Just say when you are 
ready. 

Arietta' frowned slightly. 

The Broncho Queen was looking straight at her, and 
she noticed it. 

She smiled, as though she enjoyed it. 

“Are you ready?” called out our hero. 

“Yes. Let her go!” 

Up went the tomato can, fully as high as the other had 
gone. 


Belle fired three times in quick succession and then the 
can hit the ground. 

Ned Lake ran and got it. 

“Only two holes,” said he, shaking his head in a dis- 
appointed way. 

“Well, that is pretty good, anyhow,” Belle answered, 
with a toss of her head. “There are not many of you 
men who can do as well as that.” 

“T reckon you're right on that,” Lake retorted. 

“You are a wonderful shot,” observed the Broncho 
Queen, looking at Arietta and nodding to give emphasis 
to her words. “You have no doubt been taught by your 


“Wild, you 
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lover. 
a friendly rivalry, I hope we will be just as good friends 
as ever. However, I would like to see you on a bucking 
broncho.” 


CHAPTER IX. 
ARIETTA SURPRISES THE BRONCHO QUEEN. 


Arietta smiled. 

She could tell that the girl was sincere in what she said, 
so she laid aside her pique and replied: 

“Of course we shall be just as good friends. I pride 
myself on being a good shot, and, as you say, I was taught 
by Wild. He knows all there is to be learned about shoot- 
ing, I guess.” 

“There ain’t no doubt about that!” exclaimed the Bron- 
cho Queen’s father. 

“How do you know that, Mr. Darling?” our hero asked. 
“You never saw me do anything in the line of shooting.” 

“T seen yer clip a piece from ther hat of Tony Pedro, 
while he was ridin’ at full speed,” was the reply. “An’ 
[ve heard a lot about you.” 

“Well, it wasn’t anything much to do to clip a piece 
from that galoot’s hat. A great many people could do that 
just as well as I did.” 

“Not sich an awful lot, either. I reckon there ain’t 
none here what could do it—outside of you an’ your pards, 
an’ Arietta, I mean.” 

“Nonsense! Ned Lake could do it.” 

“T might do it, but I wouldn’t want ter try it on a 
friend,” spoke up the cowboy foreman, shrugging his 
shoulders. 

“S’pose yer show us a little fancy shootin’ while we’re 
waitin’? We’ve got half an hour yet.” 

‘Arietta wants to try to ride a bucker first, pop,” spoke 
up Belle. 

Arietta had not, said that she did, but she now made up 
her mind to do it, anyhow. 

“Fetch out the ugliest brute you have in the bunch,” 
she said, quickly. “I guess I can manage him. It won't 
be the first time I have been on the back of a bucking 
cayuse.” 

The members of Darling’s party were staggered when 
they heard this. 


They had really thought that Belle was about the only 
girl in existence who would dare tackle an ugly bucker. 

“T reckon you’d better try one that’s been putty well 
broke,” suggested Ned Lake. 

“No! I want one that no one has been able to manage 
yet, or none at all,” the girl answered, her blue eyes flash- 
ing. “I don’t want to try to do something that any one 
can do; I want to show you that I am no tenderfoot i in any 
sense of the word.” 

“That’s the way to talk, Et!” exclaimed Young Wild 
West, looking with pride at his charming sweetheart. “If 
there is anything in the line of a bucking broncho in that 
bunch that you can’t tame Pll do it myself!” 

‘They all saw that the girl was in earnest now. 


I give you credit for beating me, and as it is only 
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She was very cool and determined, and announced that 
she was ready to proceed. 

Wild got his lariat. 

“Show me the worst.one you’ve got in the bunch,” he 
said to Lake. 


“Well, if yer want me to I reckon I kin do it,” was the 
reply. “Yer see the bony buckskin over there?” 

“Yes. Is he the worst one in the bunch?” 

“He sartinly is. But if ther gal tries it she’ll git hurt, 
jest as sure as you’re alive!” 

“Oh, I don’t know about that! She has tried about the 
worst that we ever came across, and she never got hurt 
very badly yet. What do you think abouts that buckskin, 
Kt?” and he turned to his sweetheart, inquiringly. 

“Go ahead and catch him, Wild. And get him good and 
mad, too,” was the reply. 

The Broncho Queen looked interested. 

She had never yet tackled that particular horse, know- 
ing that he was a dangerous one. 

And she liked to be called the Broncho Queen, too! 

She began to think that she was not the only girl of the 
Wild West, all of a sudden. | 

“I wouldn’t try that horse, Arietta,” she said, after a 
pause. 

“Why, not?” was the réply. 

“You will get hurt. That buckskin is very vicious. He 
will not only buck and roll, but bite and kick as well. I 
wouldn’t tackle him, if I were you.” 

“Are you afraid of him?” 

“Yes; ll be honest with you—I am afraid of him.” 

“Then I'll try him, anyhow.” 

“All right. If you can ride him, so can I.” 

“That remains to be seen.” 

Arietta was as much elated noweas though she had won 
a great victory.” | 

She never once doubted but that she could manage the 
wild horse, and she wanted to get at it right away, for the 
sooner she brought the Broncho Queen down a peg or two 
the better she would like it. 

Young Wild West had no fears as to the outcome, for 
he knew his charming sweetheart was not only an expert 
at the game, but was also full of grit. 

He*moved out toward the bunch of bronchos and soon 
got a chance to lasso the buckskin. 

The beast showed that he was very vicious right from 
the start. 

“Fetch the saddle and bridle, Charlie,” called out Ari- 
etta to the scout. 


“Right yer are, gal,” was the reply. 

Charlie was not a bit afraid but that she could man- 
age to keep on the buckskin, and he was going to help all 
he could. 

After no little trouble the broncho was saddled and 
bridled. 

The whole crowd gathered around to witness the feat 
Arietta had promised to do. 

The girl had no spurs, but she held a short whip in 
her hand as she approached to mount the vicious steed. 

She was very cool, too, and Belle Darling looked at her 
with admiring eyes. 

There was nothing of the jealous disposition about the 
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Biche Queen; but she really had thought herself with- 
out a peer at tackling wild bronchos. | 

Ned Lake, her admirer, was dismayed at what he had 
already seen and heard. 

It was he who had nicknamed his sweetheart the Bron- 
cho Queen, and to see her wrested of her laurels was some- 
thing that was anything but pleasing to the young man. 

Arietta watched her chance, and then, with a lightning- 
like move, she leaped into the saddle. 

“Let him go!” she called out, pare ys and Wild and 
Charlie did so. 

But the plucky girl already had her feet in the stir- 
rups, and she was right there! 

The buckskin started to run with her at first. 

He covered about fifty yards at a breakneck pace and 
then began bucking for all he was worth. 

But Arietta, her long, golden curls flying in the wind, 
answered to every move the vicious brute made, while the 
lookers-on clapped their hands and cheered. 

Belle Darling stood as though spellbound. 

Never had she seen any one more graceful in the sad- 
dle. 

Arietta was alive to every move the broncho made, and 
when he got tired of bucking and tried to throw her over 
his head, she was right there, just the same. 

For fully five minutes the steed kept it up, and then, 
finding it was useless to buck and kick any longer, he 
dropped to the ground and tried to roll her under him 
and crush her. : 

But Arietta did not mean to allow anything like this 
to happen. 

She was out of the saddle in a jiffy, and waiting for the 
vicious brute to get up again. 

He did not make a move in that direction soon enough 
to suit her, so she plied the whip on him. 

Then the broncho bounded upward like a shot. 

But the daring girl had hold of the saddle horn, and 
she swung upon his back with ease. 

Some more bucking followed, but-it was tame, compared 
to the first exhibition, and the result was that the bron- 
cho was soon galloping over the prairie? being guided 
whichever way the girl saw fit. 

She kept at it until she had the brute conquered at 
every trick he knew, and then she rode him a couple of 
miles out at full speed. 

When she came back a few minutes later the buckskin 
broncho was almost white with foam. 

“Whoa!” she cried, sharply, and he came to a halt as 
quickly as any gentle horse would have done. 

“There you are!” exclaimed Arietta, as she leaped light- 
ly to the ground. “I don’t call that broncho a bad one, 
after all.” 


But the treatment the steed had received would not 
make a lasting impression on him. 

As soon as the saddle and bridle were taken from him 
he dashed away, kicking and snorting defiance again. 

“Goin’ ter try him, Belle: ?” asked the Broncho Queen’s 
father. 

“No, pop,” was the reply. “Not to-day, anyhow. Ari- 
etta, I want to kiss you! You have shown me that it is 
not right for one to think they know it all. I was sure 
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that I was one who could not be equalled at that kind of 
work before 1 saw you do just what you did. I am not en- 
titled to be called the Broncho Queen any longer.” 

“But you must keep the title, just the same,” was the 
reply. 

Then the two girls walked back to the camp, hand in 
hand. 3 

“Three cheers fur Arietta!” shouted Pete Darling. 
“She’s ther gamest gal what ever put foot in a stirrup! 
Hooray !” 

The cheer that followed echoed over the plain. 





CHAPTER X. 
HOP WAH PLAYS THE PART OF A WHISKY THIEF. 


A few minutes after Arietta had given her wonderful 
exhibition with the bucking broncho the prairie travelers 
got ready to set out again. 


The draught horses were hitched to the wagons, the 
bronchos got on the move by the men assigned to take 
care of them, and then the rest mounted and were off. 

The two Chinamen, with the pack horses, kept close to 
the wagons, while Young Wild West rode ahead, along 
with Pete Darling and his daughter. 

Belle’s mother chose to ride in one of the wagons. 


The rest of the females in the party also kept to the 
wagons, they not caring to ride horseback, though there 
were plenty of horses for the purpose, if they wished to. 

As the afternoon wore on they found themselves as- 
cending a gradual rise, and the further they got up it 
the scarcer the grass became, 


But they had been wise enough to stock up with suffi- 
cient fodder to last the horses that had to work a couple of 
days. 

The Wild bronchos could ‘make out on almost anything, 
for if the grass was dried up they would eat the roots and 
thrive on it. 

It was about five in the afternoon when they reached 
the top of the long slope, and then, looking downward, 
and to the northwest, they could discern a long blue line, 
which told them that a forest was there. 

But they knew quite well that they could not hope to 
reach it that night. 


In that clear atmosphere they could see quite a long 
distance, and thirty miles was by far too much to think 
about making before the sun went down. 

They went on about ten miles, and then Wald consid- 
ered that they had travelled enough for the day, so he 
called a halt and advised that they go into camp for the 
night. 

All hands seemed glad to do this, for the sun had been 
very hot all day long, and they were pretty well tired out. 

While preparations were being made for the evening 
meal, our hero took a walk to the top of a little hill and 
surveyed the scene in different directions. 

He saw nothing that looked like life until he happened 
to turn his gaze almost due west. 


Then he caught sight of four horsemen as they were in 
the act of disappearing behind a hill similar to the one 
he was standing on. 

“Ah!” he exclaimed. “That looks as though some- 
thing is going to turn up. I have been wondering why 
it was that we have seen nothing of that scoundrel, 'Tony 
Pedro. I won’t be a bit surprised if we come across him 
before another day is over.” \ 

He waited to get sight of the horsemen again, but they 
did not show up. 

Then he came to the conclusion that they must have 
halted behind the hill, which was about three miles dis- 
tant. 

“Boys,” said he, addressing his two partners, as he 
walked back to the bustling camp, “1 guess we have some- 
thing on hand after it gets dark.” 

“What is it, Wild?” asked Jim, while the scout looked 
expectant. 


“T just caught sight of four men on horseback over 
there,” and he pointed out the direction. 

_*Yer did!” Charlie exclaimed, eagerly. 
Vil bet !” 


“Well, I saw nothing to indicate that they were bad. 
But they just disappeared behind a hill over there, and 
they stayed there, too, for I waited to see them show up 
further on, and they failed to do so.” 


“T wonder if one of them could be the rascally guide we 
let go?” Dart observed; thoughtfully. 

“T reckon that’s w hat we'll find out,” the scout eAded. 

“Most likely,” Wild admitted. 

They said nothing to any of the rest, but waited for 
their supper. 


“Bad galoots, 


Meanwhile the sun was pretty well down now. The 
slanting streaks of red and yellow glimmered on the hill 
tops, leaving shadows in the hollow places.» 

The western sky just then was something beautiful to 
look upon, so much in contrast was it to the almost barren 
waste of undulating prairie land. 


But the scene was lost upon our friends, for the times 
were so many that they had gazed upon similar scenes 
that they could hardly appreciate this one. 

Wild noticed that Ned Lake and Belle had been more 
together that afternoon than at any time since he had 
known them. 


“Ht,” said he, “I guess you have taken some of the 
jolly spirit out of the Broncho Queen. She is one of the 
kind who like to tantalize lovers and sweethearts, and 
that is why she paid so much attention to me. But since 
she has found that she has been eclipsed by you, she has 
settled down to mind her own business, and to love her 
lover, as a nice girl should. ° I hardly think you will have 
any further occasion to get jealous about her.” 

“Why, I wasn’t jealous of her, Wild,” the girl declared, 
her face reddening. “I just felt 

“You just felt that no other girl should try to flirt with 
me, that’s all, little one. That is a mild form of jealousy, 
I reckon. But it is all right, for it shows that you think 
a whole lot of me, and that is what I want you to.” 

“Sometimes I wonder why it is that every girl you meet 
don’t fall in love with you, Wild,” Arietta said, speaking 
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earnestly. “You are so much nobler and—and better 
looking than the average boy or young man. You are——” 

“There, sweetheart! Don’t say any more,” and he 
laughingly put his hand over her mouth. “I don’t want 
to hear it. I am only areal boy of the West, I hope. That 
is quite enough for me, for in no other part of the world 
can better people be found than in the West—the glorious 
West of the United States of America!” 

The boy grew a trifle dramatic as he spoke, and Arietta 
looked at him in silent admiration. 

There was no question but that she really believed him 
to be her true ideal of budding manhood. 

The two talked on in this strain until the piping voice 
of Wing, their cook, announced that supper was ready. 


Our friends had decided to live the same as if they were 
alone, though they need not have touched their own pro- 
visions if they had not wished to. 

After all had eaten the evening meal Ben Hope, the 
fiddler, patched up the strings of his instrument and 
treated them to a little old-fashioned music. 

Ned Lake suggested a dance, and as there were enough 
to make up a couple of sets willing to it, they had a live- 
ly time of it in the twilight. — 

It was while the dance was going on that Hop, the 
clever Chinaman, got it in his head that he would like to 
have a drink of tanglefoot, as he called whisky. 

One of his failings was that he liked to get tipsy now 
and then. 


He had been without anything in that line to drink for 
over a week now, and he had discovered that some of the 
men had whisky with them. 

He had even learned that there was a big jug of it in 
the wagon that was owned by a man named Daggett. 

It was a good time now to get at the jug, so the Celes- 
tial thought, and, leaving the merrymakers to themselves, 
he sneaked off and made his way around to the other side 
of the wagon. 

If he had no liquor, Hop certainly had bottles that were 
empty, which had once contained it. 

A collection of bottles was one of his hobbies. 

He had two quart bottles in his big pocket as he made 
for the wagon. 

He had decided that if he could get one drink he might 
as well stock up with enough to have twenty or thirty 
later on. 

Hop reached the wagon without being seen, and it was 
not long before he had mounted to the front and crept 
inside. 

Then the search for the tanglefoot began. 

In less than five minutes he found it, and, weighing it 
in his hand, he concluded that there was just about enough 
- in it to fill his two bottles. 


With the squeaking of the old violin and the shouts of 
laughter of the dancers ringing in his ears, the Celestial 
poured the whisky from the jug into the bottles. 

He had judged it quite accurately, for there was less 
than half a pint left. 

“Tat no good for Melican mans,” he muttered, and he 
tipped the jug and swallowed the balance. 

Smacking his lips, he crept out of the wagon and made 
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his way around to where the two tents of Young Wild 
West’s party had been pitched. 

Hop had swallowed just about enough tanglefoot to 
make him feel hilarious. 

As the dancing ceased he struck up a Chinese ditty, 
and then he got up and began to dance. 

“He’s drunk, as sure as you're born!” declared Chey- 
enne Charlie. “I wonder where ther galoot got it?” 

“That jest reminds me,” spoke up Daggett, the man 
Hop had stolen the whieky from. “I’ve got a jug of good 
stuff in ther wagon. We'll have a little.” 

Charlie shrugged his shoulders. 

“Jest look an’ see if you’ve got it,” he said. 

The man hastened to do so. 

Tbe next minute he came running back with the ane 
u 
ome galoot has cleaned out my good liquor!” he ex- 
claimed. 


“T thought so,” and the scout gave a aiidile: “Ther 
heathen is ther galoot, all right. He’s got part of your 
rum inside of him at this minute. Wild, you’d better see 
to it afore he drinks ther rest of it an’ kills himself.’ 
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CHAPTER Xl 
WILD SPIES ON THE FOUR VILLAINS AND LEARNS THBIR 
PLANS. 


Hop Wah certainly heard and saw what was going on, 
but he kept right on dancing and singing. 

“Me feel Allee samee bully boy, with um glassee eye!” 
he shouted. “Me velly mucheé smartee, so be !” 

“Hey!” yelled Daggett, holding up the empty jug. “Do 
you know anything about this?” 

The Chinaman ceased his antics right away. 

“Me no undelstand,” he declared, shaking his head and 
looking as innocent as a little child. 

“See here, Hop,” said Wild, sternly. “What did you 
do with the whisky you took from that jug?” 

“Me no _ 

“What did you do with it?” 

Wild meant business, and Hop knew it. 

“Me allee samee dlink um tanglefoot, Misler Wild,” was 
the meek reply. 

“Yer couldn’t have done it,” spoke up Daggett. “There 
was a good half a gallon in ther jug this mornif’, an’ no 
one touched it since but you.” 


Our hero kept a very stern expression on his face and 
drew one of his shooters. 
' Produce the whisky, Hop,” he said. 
will shoot off your eyebrows !” 


“Allee light, Misler Wild; me takee just for um lillee 
fun. Me gittee, allee samee, pletty quickee, so be,” 

He hastened to where his pack saddle was, and, lifting 
it from the ground, disclosed the two bottles of liquor. 

“Bling um jug here, so be,” he said, blandly. 

The man who had missed the whisky gladly handed him 
the jug. 
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hen, just as though he was merely doing a favor for|“You might come up a little closer, though, if you like. 


him, Hop poured the whisky into the jug. 
But he managed to leave a little in each bottle, all right. 
“Velly funny jokee, so be,” he remarked, as Daggett 
took the jug. 


“You might think so,” was the dry retort. “It wouldn’t 
been much of a joke if I hadn’t missed it jest now, I 


_ reckon. I s’pose if I had waited till to-morrer ter take a 


drink I wouldn’t have got very much of ther rum back.” 
“Lat light, so be.” 


Then Hop started to dancing again. 

Charlie turned away in disgust. 

“That’s one thing ther heathen galoot will never be 
broke of,” he said. “He'll aiways steal whisky as long as 
he lives.” . 

Charlie took a little with Daggett, as did some of the 
other men. 


By this time it was quite dark. | 

“Now, boys,” said our hero, “I guess we will take a 
ride around for a few minutes.” 

“Where are you going, Wild?” Arietta asked. 

“Well, I have got an idea that some one is around,” was 
the reply. “TI want to find out about it.” 


All who heard what he said were interested right away. 

But he did not choose to tell them any more just then. 

As he knew the spot where he had seen the four horse- 
men disappear was fully three miles away, he went for his 
horse and saddled it. 


Charlie and Jim quickly followed his example. 

“Tt ain’t Injuns, is it?” Pete Darling asked, as they 
mounted. 

“Oh, no!” our hero answered. “We'll let you know 
all about it when we come back. There is nothing to worry 
over.”™ . 

The three then rode off. 


Wild did not want to approach the hill straight from 
the camp, as he thought it most likely that the four men 
had seen the light from the fires there, and if they were 
enemies they would be keeping a lookout in that direction. 

He led the way off to the north, and when they had cov- 
ered a mile he swung around and approached the spot he 
had impressed on his mind in a circle. 


“T reckon we’ll soon be able to see the campfire, if.they 


have got any,” Wild observed, as they were about a mile 
from the hill. 


The words were scarcely out of his mouth when they 
caught just the glimmer of a light ahead. 

“There she is!” exclaimed the scout. 
some kind of light there, anyhow.” 

“We'll let the horses walk now, I guess,” answered. our 
hero. et 

This they did, and when they got a little nearer they 
saw that it was a small fire that was burning. 

But it was pretty well burned out, and the light that 
came from it was not much. 

The three kept on until they were within a little less 
than a quarter of a mile from it, and then they halted and 
dismounted, 


“Now, you fellows stay here with the horses, and I’ll 
go over and find out what sort of a crowd it is,” said Wild. 


“They ve got 


{ Pedro say. 


But wait until you think I am about there before you do.” 


Then the young deadshot started on his mission. 

As he drew nearer he became more cautious, for he 
was firmly convinced that the four men he was approach- 
ing were enemies, and that one of them was no other than 
Tony Pedro. 

A minute or two later he was able to distinguish the 
forms of three men and four horses. 

One of the horsemen he had seen before dark was miss- 
ing. 

A little closer and he found that one of the three was 
an Indian. 

Then he recognized the other two as the rascais they 
had taken in the night before, and who had tried to rob 
the ranchman. 

“So, they are here, are they?” he thought. “Well, I 
might have guessed that, if I had tried hard. But I only 
thought of the villainous guide. It must be that he is 
the one who is missing, for I know there were four of 
them, and there are four horses here.” 

Just then a man came down the little hill and joined 
the others. 

It was Tony Pedro. 

Wild gave a nod of deep satisfaction and then proceeded 
to creep a little nearer. 


He was not long in getting close enough to hear the 
conversation of the four men. “ 

“They are right over there, I tell you,” he heard Tony 
“But I don’t think it will be safe to tackle 
them to-night. ‘There is no place to hide should they get 
after us, you know.” 

“Ugh!” answered the redskin. 
know we come, Tony.” 

“That’s all right, Jack. .But you know I told you. that 
we have got pretty sharp customers to deal with when we 
tackle Young Wild West and his partners. If it was only 
the gang of emigratin’ people it would be easy enough.” 

“That’s as sure as anything,” spoke up Dave Mott.. “I 
reckon, though, that if we waited till jest afore daylight 
we might catch *em nappin’. If it wasn’t that you was 
bound ter git ther gal,» Tony, I think we might rob that 
galoot®of a ranchman.” 


“Well, you can do that first. Dll get the girl all right.” 

“Jest as you say. What do yer think about waitin’ till 
jest afore daylight, an’ then tacklin’ ther job?” 

“T think it will be a good idea.” 

“We'll be all ready ter light out, anyhow, an’ afore they 
could git after us we ought ter have a good start in ther 
dark,” observed Rip Howard, shaking his head, as though 
he thought his advice was of great importance. 

Wild chuckled softly to himself, 

“T reckon you fellows don’t know enough to go in when 
it rains,” he muttered, under his breath. “Just try your 
little game, and I reckon some of you will feel hot lead.” 

He remained there a little longer, and when he turned 
to @0 back to his waiting partners he. was satisfied that 
the four scoundrels meant to try and sneak upon the camp 
shortly before daylight. 

Their purpose was to steal what money they could and 
make off with Belle Darling, providing there was the least 


“We must not let them 


YOUNG WILD WEST AS A PRAIRIE PILOT. 


chance to get hold of her without arousing the inmates of 
_ the camp. 

Wild found Charlie and Jim quite close by. 

They had come up and forced the horses to le down, 
so they would not be discovered if any of the villains hap- 
pened to come out and look that way. 

The young deadshot quickly se them what he had 
seen and heard. 

“So that is their game, is it?” Jim remarked. “Well, 
it is a good thing we came here, I guess. They might 
have been able to carry out at least part of their scheme if 
we knew nothing of it.” , 

“They might, if everybody was sound asleep,” spoke up 
the scout. “But that wouldn’t be ther case. But it’s a 
mighty good thing ter know what they’re up ter, jest ther 
same,” — 

The horses were made to rise, and then, leading them 
away to a safe distance, they mounted and rode back to 
the camp. 

Then Young Wild West surprised all hands by telling 
them the whole thing. 

“So Tony Pedro is still after Belle, is he?” the ranch- 
man exclaimed. “Well, I reckon I’ve got a bullet waitin’ 
fur ther galoot, that’s all!” 

“T’ve got one, too, pop!” spoke up the Broncho Queen. 
“He will never get me again.” 

“Jest wait till I git a good sight of him!” said Ned 
_ Lake, his eyes flashing. “ll show him that I kin shoot 
straight enough ter fetch him. Ther black-hearted scoun- 
drel ain't fit ter live, an’ that’s all there is to it!” 

“You've got that right, Lake,’”? Cheyenne Charlie has- 
tened to say. “Yer kin bet that Tony Pedro will never 
make old bones. Ther coyotes is sharpenin’ their teeth 
fur him at this very minute, [ll bet!” 

It was decided to keep an extra man on guard during 
the entire night, for they did not know but that the vil- 
lains might change their plans and come earlier. 

Our friends were not much worried, though some of 
the emigrants appeared to be. 
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CHAPTER XII. 


THE VILLAINS MAKE A FAILURE OF IT. 


The night wore on and nothing but the sounds made 


by the insects and the howl of an occasional coyote could | . 


be heard. 

When it was a few minutes to four in the morning Wild, 
who was then awake, roused Charlie and Jim. 

He knew it was about time for the villains to show 
themselves, if they really meant to. | 

The three then placed themselves in different places, so 
they would be certain to know if an outsider sneaked into 
the camp. | 

The men, doing guard duty just then were alert, too, 
for when they caught Wild moving toward the wagons one 
of them got very close to him to see w rho he was before he 
found it was not a stranger. 

“Just keep quiet, everybody,” the young deadshot said. 
“Keep your eyes and ears open, too.” 
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Then he dropped down close to one of the wagons and 
waited. 

Charlie and Jim were stationed where the villains might 
sneak into the camp, too, so it was going to be a pretty 
cute piece of business if Tony Pedro carried out his plans. 

It was Pedro himself that Wild was laying for. 

That was why he chose a place near the three prairie 
schooners to watch. 

‘He knew that the villainous guide.was more than anx- 
ious to abduct the Broncho Queen, and as she was asleep 
in one of the wagons there was where he would have to go 
to get hold of her. 

The boy had not settled down into a comfortable posi- 
tion to wait more than five minutes when he heard a slight 
rustle in the dry grass a short distance away. 

“Ah!” he thought.’ “Here they come. 
the galoots the surprise of their lives !” 

It was pretty dark now, though the stars were out. 

Young Wild West kept his gaze riveted on the spot the 
sound had come from, and the next moment he distinctly 
saw a moving figure. | 

He knew that it was quite certain that others of the 
gang were creeping up in different places, but he was not 
going to give the alarm. 

Wild would take his chances on the watchfulness of his 
partners. | 

If they allowed any of the thieves to creep into the 

camp and get in their work it would be something rather 
strange and unusual for them. 

Wild watched closely. | 

The figure was moving directly toward the wagon he 
was crouching partly under. 

Whoever it was, he was very stealthy in his movements. 

But Wild was not more than a few seconds in finding 
out that it was the Indian he had seen at the camp he had 
spied upon the night before. 

Then he easily understood why he was so stealthy in his 
movements. 

The boy waited as calmly as though it was all a joke 
that was being played. 

The redskin crept up to the wagon, listened with his 
ear close to the ground, and then arose to his feet. 

He moved noiselessly toward the front of the wagon, 
which was open to admit air to those who were sleeping in 
it. 


Now to give 


Then Young Wild West arose to his feet and started 
after the red scoundrel. 

If the Indian could move without making a sound, so 
could the dashing young deadshot. 

Jack Soldier Coat listened again, and then he put his 
moceasined foot upon the wagon pole and climbed up, so 
he might crawl into the wagon. 

Wild thought he had gone about far enough, so, with 

a sudden leap, he caught the scoundrel by the ankle. 

A quick jerk from the athletic boy and thé redskin’s 
head came down upon the ground with a thud. 

“Shoot every stranger you find in the camp, boys!” 

called out Young Wild West in a voice that rang out clear 
and distinct. 
Then he hit the redskin a crack on the head with the 
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butt of his revolver, which served to daze him long enough 
to be relieved of his weapons without a struggle. 

“Get up, you sneaking coyote!” Wild commanded, when 
he saw that the fellow was quite capable of doing it. 

“Ugh!” was the reply 

“You will grunt worse than that before long,” our hero 
responded. “I'll show you what bad Indjans get when 
they sneak into the camps of the palefaces and try to 
steal.” 


At that moment a shot rang out, followed by a shriek of 
agony. 

Wild hustled his prisoner in the direction it came from. 

“T’ve got one of them!” he called out, so he would not 
be mistaken for an intruder. 

“An’ I reckon I got one of ’em,” was the reply in the 
voice of Pete Darling. “He was: tryin’ ter git in my 
pockets afore your hollered out, but I didn’t say nothin’, 
as I had him covered from under ther blanket. When you 
hollered out, he come for me an’ tried ter knock my head 
off with ther butt of his revolver. I catched his arm, an’ 
then we had a wrastle fur a few seconds. I upset him, an’ 
then he raised his shooter ter let me have it, so I popped 
him.” 

While the ranchman was explaining Wild could hear 
the sounds of receding hoofs. 

He then knew that all four of the villains mustehave 
come to make the attempt to rob the ranchman and steal 
his daughter. 

But he did not choose to follow them. 

“Let the others go,” he said, as Charlie came up with 
his horse. “We'll catch them later on. Let’s see who it 
is that Pete shot.” 

A lantern was quickly brought, and then the man, who 
wags quite dead now, proved to as the villain who had given 
his Mame as Rip Howard. 

The emigrants crowded around, and all had as much 
of a look as they cared to take. 

Jack Soldier Coat saw, too, but he did not make a sign. 

He was apparently indifferent. 

But that is the way of an Indian. 

“That’s what ought ter be done ter you, you red ga- 
loot !” exclaimed the scout, as he pointed to the dead man 
on the ground with one hand and shook the other in the 
Indian’s face. 


“Uch!” was the grunting reply, which meant that the 
rascal didn’t care what the palefaces said. 

“Just tie him up, boys,” said Wild, coolly. “We'll set- 
tle on what is to be done with him after we have had 
breakfast. It is beginning to get a bit light in the east, 
so there is no usa of any one thinking of getting any more 
sleep now.” 


Of course everybody belonging to the party was awake. 

Even if the voices of Wild and the others had not been 
heard the shout would have aroused them. 

In a few minutes the campfires were started, and then 
the preparations for an early breakfast began. 

The Indian was brought over close to the quarters of 
Wild and his companions. 

“You just sit down by him and keep a watch on him, 
Hop,” our hero said, as he saw the Chinaman regarding 
him with no little interest. ' 
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“Allee light, Misler Wild,” was the reply. “Me alles 
samee watchee um ledskin pletty muchee goodee, so be.” 

Hop was much pleased to be put in charge of him. 

“Whatee you namee, so be?” he asked, smiling pleas- 
antly at the prisoner. 

For a wonder, the Apache took a notion to gratify his 
curiosity. 

“Me Jack Soldier Coat,” he answered. 
Injun.” 

“Jackee Soldier Coatee, and um velly goodee ledskin, 
so be. Lat velly nicee.” 

“The Chinee is a great brave,” said Jack Soldier Coat, 
evidently trying to get in favor with his guard. “Me like 
the Chinee.” 

“Me likee ledskin, too,” answered Hop, smiling bland- 
ly. “But me no likee velly close by, so be. ‘Me likee velly 
far away.” 

“Tf the Chinee will let Jack Soldier Coat go I will make 
him very rich. I know where there is plenty of gold, and 
I will tell him.” 

“Lat velly muchee nicee. Me likee be velly muchee 
lich, ‘but me no lettee Jackee Soldier Coatee go, so be.” 

An angry Bane shot from the eyes of the captive red- 
skim. 

He now understood that there was no hope for him from 
the Chinaman, anyhow. 

He lapsed into a moody silence. 

Hop tried to talk with him, but it was no use. 

Meanwhile it was getting lighter all the while now, and | 
soon the eastern sky was aglow. | 

Two of the emigrants were scooping out a shallow grave 
for the villain who had been shot, and Pete Darling was * 
bossing the job. 

Breakfast was soon ready and then Hop, who was very 
hungry, left his prisoner close to the fire and went over 
to where his brother was, in the hope of getting hold of 
something to nibble on while he waited. 

Jack Soldier Coat was just desperate enough to take 
any kind of a chance to get away. 2a 
The Chinaman had scarcely turned his back when 
rolled over, so that his bound hands came in contact with 

the red-hot brands in the fire. | 

He meant to burn his bonds! 

Of course, his hands and wrists would suffer, too, but, 2 
that was not so much for an Indian to stand. 7 7 
The cords took fire right away? and in less than five min- 

utes the redskin had his blistered hands free. 

It was but the work of a moment for him to untie the 
rope that was about his ankles. 

Then he crawled silently away and made for the horses. 

Jack Soldier Coat was free, and he knew it. 

He got one of the horses belonging to the emigrants 
and, mounting it, rode off! 


“Me good 





CHAPTER XIII. 


ON THE BANK OF THE SAN JUAN RIVER. 


Hop turned to go back to the prisoner just as he was 
mounting the, horse. 
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The Chinaman, seeing that the redskin was gone, looked 
wildly around in search of him. 

Then he saw him riding away to the West. 

Hop felt ashamed of himself for having left the rascal, 
and thus allowed him to get away. 

Just how he had managed to do it, the Celestial did not 
know. But he did know that he was responsible for him, 
since Wild-had placed him in charge of the redskin. 

Hop’s piebald.broncho was not far away. 

Acting on a sudden impulse, he darted for the steed, 
taking the bridle with him. 

He got the bridle on, and was in the act of mounting, 
when Cheyenne Charlie came running for his horse. 

The scout, as well as the rest, had heard and seen the 
Indian as he rode away on the back of the mustang. 

“Me catchee um ledskin, Misler Charlie!” exclaimed the 
clever Chinaman, and then he was on the mustang’s back 
and off like a shot. 

Hop had the advantage, in one way. 

The Indian had no bridle on the horse he was riding, 
and he could not get the speed out of it that he could have 
if the animal was bridled. 

Neither could he guide it just where he wanted to. 

Hop could. 


Jack Soldier Coat was unarmed, too, and Hop pos- 
- sessed a keen-edged hunting knife and a big, old-fashioned 


six-shooter that was loaded with powder and bullets. 
But he was not much of a shot. 
He had barely got away on the trail of the redskin, who 
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Me showee!” 

Then Hop fired a shot in the air. 

But the Indian did not scare for a cent. 

The fact was that he had his eye on the Chinaman’s 
horse and revolver. 

He wanted them both. 

But when he saw the crowd riding out he knew that 
he would have to work quickly. 

Suddenly he let the horse he was riding turn around 
toward the camp. 


Back he came, straight for the Chinaman. 

“Hip hi!” yelled Hop. “Misler Wild! Hully up!” 

It so happened that the stolen broncho made a swerve 
just then, and the redskin, who was in the act of reach- 
ing out to grab the Chinaman, was thrown to the ground. 

Hop dismounted in a twinkling and fell upon him. 

Whack! 

He brought’ the heavy pistol down upon his head and 
stretched him out, unconscious. 

“Me catchee, allee samee, so be,” he exclaimed. “Hip, 
hoolay! Me allee samee bully boy with um glassee eye!” 

Wild and the rest rode up, laughing at the sight ae 
had witnessed. . 


The Chinaman had eaught the redskin, sure nega 
But it was not altogether due to his skill and daring. 

If the horse had not swerved just as it did things might 
have been different for a minute or two. 

Jack Soldier Coat had a pretty thick skull, and as the 
blow had been a glancing one, he quickly recovered from 


was about two hundred yards ahead now, when Wild and i the effects of it. 


his partners got their horses ready to mount. 

They started in pursuit, though our hero did not know 
what to do with the redskin after he was caught. 

He was not the one to pronounce a sentence of death 
upon him. 

When he saw Hop flourish his big revolver our hero 
could not help smiling. 

“Take it easy, boys,” he said. 
tle fun out of this. The redskin has nothing to defend 
himself with, so we will let Hop capture him. He can 
easily overtake him, for the galoot is having all he can do 
to keep the stolen horse from turning back to the camp.” 

This was indeed the case. 

Pete Darling now came galloping out, followed by half 
a dozen of his men, who all seemed to be eager to capture 
the escaping redskin. 

Wild told them to take it easy and let the Chinaman do 
the trick. 

Meanwhile Hop was doing lots of thinking in a very 
short space of time. 

He did not mean to shoot the redskin, unless he could 
not do otherwise. His desire was to get him back where 
lie had escaped from, since he had got away by his negli- 
gence. 

Hop was a pretty fair rider. 

He soon swooped down upon the Indian, who was vain- 
ly trying to force the stolen horse ahead. 

“You allee samee sullender, or me shootee!” the Chi- 
naman cried, brandishing his big revolver. 
“Ugh!” retorted Jack Soldier Coat. 

much fool!” 


“T reckon we'll see a lit- 


“Chinee heap 


“Fetch him back to the camp, boys,” said Wild. 

This was duly done. 

But our hero did not know what to do with the red- 
skin. 

He did not want to be bothered with him. 

He held a consultation with his partners and Darling 
after the breakfast was over with, and then it was decided 
to let him go. : 

Jack Soldier Coat could hardly believe his ears when 
he heard the result of the conference. 

“Me good Injun!” he declared. 

“Yes, we know all about that,” Young Wild West re- 
plied. Now you can have your pistol and knife, and then 
you ean foot it to where your rascally companions are. You 
tell Tony Pedro that Young Wild West wants to have that 
race with him. Do you understand?” 

“Yes; Jack Soldier Coat understands.” 

“Well, that’s all there is to it, then. Now, strike out!” 

Having received his weapons, the redskin lost no time 
in obeying. ® 

He went away on a run. 

“Hip hi!” shouted Hop after him. “Ledskin allee samee 
velly muchee ’flaid !” 

There was no reply to this, but it was more than likely 
that Jack Soldier Coat would get square with the China- 
man if he ever got the chance. 

The sun was not much more than up when our friends 
were ready to resume their journey. 

When all was in readiness they set out for the timber, 
which now showed up in the distance. 

When they got to the place where the quartette of vil- 
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fains' had been camped the night before they found it de- 
serted, 

But over a mile ahead of them they could see Jack Sol- 
dier Coat following the trail. 

“Ther galoot will keep on that jog trot fur hours, if he 
has ter,” remarked Cheyenne Charlie. “He may catch up 
with ther galoots when he gits to ther woods, fur it’s most 
likely they’re waitin’ there.” 

“That’s right,” nodded our hero. 
is not much of a run fora redskin.” 

Half an hour later the Indian reached the timber and 
was lost to view. 

The sun was shining like a great ball of fire, and as the 
travelers had no cool water to drink, they were anxious to 
strike some. 

When they finally reaclied the shade of the trees they 
were much relieved. 

“T smell mud, all right,” said our hero, as he sniffed 
the air. “By jove! I never thought of it! The San Juan 
River must be pretty close by.” 

“That’s right, Wild, an’ when we strike it-all we've got 
ter do is ter foller along ther bank an’ ride over inter 
Utah. We’ve been there afore, yer know. I reckon we 
ain’t more’n five miles away from ther last trail we fol- 
lered in these parts.” 


Wild knew this was right, when he came to think of it. 

“Come on this way,” he said, after a pause 

They rode on through the woods, and in a few minutes 
they struck a fresh trail. 

“The villains are heading for the river, too, I guess,” 
remarked Dart. 

“Oh, yes. They know that it is best to keep close to 
water.” 

Twenty minutes later they came to a stream of water 
that was fully a hundred yards in width. 

It was surely the San Juan River, and now Young Wild 
West knew exactly where they were. 


From the starting point to there was a territory they 
hadn’t traveled over, though they had been all around it. 

The horses were eager to get at the water, so they were 
allowed to have their own way about it. 

Wild advised a halt, anyhow, for he knew it would be 
advisable to let the horses have a nip at the grass and 
mequite that grew abundantly along the river bank. 

“Hop, you and Wing go up the stream a little distance, 
where the water is clear, and get a couple of pails,” he 
called out to the two Chinamen, as they disappeared. 

“Allee light,” was the reply. 

“Come, Arietta,” spoke up Belle Darling, a smile on 
her face, as she spoke.  #We will ride after them and pro- 
tect them from the Indian, who may be lying in wait to 
get revenge upon Hop.” 

“All right,” Arietta answered, and then they rode along 
after the two Celestials. 


They had scarcely got out of sight around a big clump 
of trees when a scream for help was heard. 


“Hight or ten miles 





CHAPTER XIV. 
TONY PEDRO MAKES ANOTHER DARING ATTEMPT. 
Tony Pedro and Dave Mott had made their escape that 
morning more by good luck than anything else. 


The moment Young Wild West sounded the alarm, 
after capturing the Indian, they started to run. 

They had been right at the edge of the camp, looking 
around for a chance to carry out their purpose, and, leav- 
ing their companions to their fate, they ran for the horses 
they had waiting a short distance away. 

When the shot rang out, followed by the ery of agony, 
they knew that it was Rip Howard who had got the bul- 
let. 

Pedro mounted his horse in a twinkling. 

Mott was not far behind him, and then they rode, the 
other two horses following of their own accord. 

The two scoundrels did not stop until they got to the 
place they had camped at. 

Then they waited and watched until it grew daylight, 
hoping that Jack Soldier Coat would appear. 

But as he did not show up, they mounted and started 
for the timber they could see in the distance. 

As the rise in the ground hid the camp from them, they 
did not see the bold attempt to escape the redskin made. 

They kept on, feeling in anything but a pleasant mood, 
and finally they reached the timber. 

Then they halted and looked back. 


“T reckon we’re in fur it now,” said Dave Mott, shak- 
ing his head, sadly. “Poor Rip must have got his medi- 
cine, an’ ther Injun was catched. I don’t understand why 
it was that they was so quick ter find out we was there.” 

“It is too bad,” Pedro admitted. “But just wait! TU 
kill Young Wild West for this, as sure as you are stand- 
ing there, Dave Mott! And Ill have that gal, too!” 

“Better let ther gal part of it be, Tony. No good will 
come of it, if yer keep it up. A woman always makes 
trouble, no matter what she’s connected with. I don’t 
blame yer fur wantin’ ter git square with Young Wild ~ 
West, though. Ill help yer ter do that. If we can’t do 
no better we'll lay fur ’em, an’ when they come along we'll 
both shoot at ther boy at one time. It’s most sure that 
one of our bullets will find him.” 

Pedro nodded. 


“Just wait till I climb a tree and have a look,” said’ he. 
“It may be that they’re in sight by this time.” 

. “Most likely they are, Tony.” 

The villainous guide, who wanted the ranchman’s 
daughter for a bride so bad, quickly ascended a tree and 
took a look over the back trail. 

He caught sight of the prairie schooners right away, but 
when he saw Jack Soldier Coat coming along away ahead 
of them on foot, he felt like letting out a yell of joy. 

As it was, he called out, excitedly: 

“Dave, the redskin is coming!” 

“What! cried Mott. 

“That’s right.. And the party is coming on behind him. 
They must have let him go.” 

“Yer didn’t see nothin’ of Rip, did yer?” asked Mott, 
anxiously, as Tony descended the tree. 

The villain shook his head. 

“No,” he answered. “TI reckon he got fixed when that — 


shooter sounded. Yer may as well give him up as gone, 
Dave.” 

“He was a putty good pard, he was,” and a tear came 
“Well, if it had ter be, I 


in the eye of the ragged rascal. 
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spose there’s no use in worryin’ about it. I jest want ter 
find out who ther galoot was that give him his medicine, 
though.” 

“It was Young Wild West, or one of his pards, yer kin 
bet on that!” 

““T spose so.” 

“Well, we'll wait till Jack cits here. 
a deer. It won't be very long afore he shows up. 
mighty good thing that his hor se follered us.” 

“Yes, an’ ‘hens Rip’s horse, too.” 

“Well, that’ll come in handy.” 

After what seemed to be a long time they saw the In- 


He’s runnin’ like 
It’s a 


_ dian appear over a rises half a mile away. 


Knowing that they ceuld not be seen very well, the two 


_ villains waved their hats encouragingly to the redskin. 


On came Jack Soldier Coat, keeping up the steady lope 


the Apaches are common for. 


But he was pretty well exhausted when he reached the 
edge of the woods, just the same. 

“Where’s Rip,-Jack?” asked Mott, as he greeted him 
and turned his horse over to him. 

“Dead,” was the reply. | 

-“T told yer so!” exclaimed Pedro “Now, jest give up 

thinkin’ about him till we git things straightened out a 
little. There’s three of us, an’ if we work it right we'll be 
able to do somethin’ yet.” 


“Me tired!” panted Jack, as he learned against his 
horse and tried to regain his breath. 

Pedro gave him a boost and got him astride of the 
horse. 

“Did they let yer go, Jack?” he asked. 

“Yes. Young Wild West say go, and me come. 
for you to come and have race with him.” 


“He did, eh? Well, I reckon ther only race I'll have 
with him now will be with a bullet. It’ll be my bullet. 
too, an’ I hope it will eatch him.” 

“Young Wild West heap much fight; he very smart,” 
retorted the Indian.” . 


“That’s all right, too. But he kin be catched nappin’, 
as well as any one else. Now we'll go to ther river, which 
is only a little distance to ther right, an’ then we'll wait 
fur ’em there. We kin find a good place ter hide, I guess.” 

The villain was well acquainted with the country, and 
the next minute they were riding for the river, the horse 
that belonged to Howard being led by Mott. 


When they came to the bank of the river they rode 
along a few yards and then they came to a shallow cave 
that opened on a narrow strip of sand, right close to the 
water. 

“We'll stop here till they come up,” said Tony. 
been here afore. 
there.” 

The three dismounted, and the Indian and Mott left it 
to Pedro to do the ordering. 

Jack Soldier Coat had barely had a goad rest from his 
long run when they heard the wagon train coming over 
the trail through the woods. 

Pedro’s companions looked at him, anxiously. 

There was a queer light in the eyes of the villain. 

“It may be that I will get a chance to get the girl,” he 


He say 


“T’ve 
There’s a place ter ford right ahead 
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said, in a hoarse whisper. “You fellows be ready to ride 
away with me. My horse is faster than yours, so if L get 
her I'll go for the ford, which is around the bend up there. 
You come on as fast as you can, and shoot at Young Wild 
West when he follows. Do you understand?” 

They nodded, though they acted as though they would 
rather be out of sieht of Young Wild West, instead of 
attempting to ford the river right before his eyes. 


Pedro now mounted his horse and rode out of the cave. 

He had barely done so when Hop and Wing appeared, 
each carrying a pail, and, close behind them, on horse- 
back, were the Broncho Queen and Arietta. 

The villain’s heart gave a jump. 

There was the girl he wanted, only a few yards from 
him! 

He made up his mind to take another chance at it, re- 
gardless of the fact that Young Wild West was so close 
by: 

He turned and went back far enough to see his two 
companions, 

“Come on!” he whispered. “Now is the time!” 

The two Chinamen were just dipping their pails in the 
water when a startling thing occurred. 

Tony Pedro’s lariat shot out of the bushes and caught 
the Broncho Queen squarely about the waist, pining hey 
right arm to her side. 

She let out a scream, as did Arietta, the moment she 
comprehended her companion’s danger. 

Then the two Celestials dropped their pails and yelled, 
for they looked around in time to see the girl dragged from 
the back of her horse, and the arm of a man encircle her 
waist. 

It was a daring thing to do, but Tony Pedro had done 
it pretty well. % 

How it would end was another thing. 

But it is safe to sayethat he only thought of the present 
just then. 

As he got Belle on the horse with him he gave a quick 
turn with the lariat and pinned her other arm. 

Then he uttered a shout of defiance and turned his 
horse to the strip of sand that sloped to the water’s 
edge, 

Around the bend ‘he galloped before his companions 
could get their horses in motion. 

Then Mott hung back. 

“We'd better stay right here,” he said, hoarsely. 

The redskin nodded. 

Back the pair went to the cave, for they knew that pur- 
suit had already started. 

The fact was that Arietta had shouted for Wild as the 
villain rode off with the struggling Broncho Queen, and 
she was now leading the pursuit. 

Dave Mott and the Indian had dismounted, and they 
were holding their horses back in the shallow cave. 

They fons the splash as Pedro took to the river, and 
then followed more splashing, which told them that he 
must have a slim chance to get away. 

For five minutes they waited, and then, suddenly, two 
Chinamen walked right into the cave. 

They were Hop and Wing, of course. 
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CHAPTER XV. 
THE RACE BETWEEN THE SORREL AND BLACK STARTS. 


“Ugh!” exclaimed Jack Soldier Coat, as he recognized 
Hop. 

Then he made a leap forward and saci the Chinaman 
by the throat. 


Wing was too astonished even to utter a cry, and be-| 


fore he could make a move Dave Mott had him by the 
arm and a revolver pressed against his temple. 

“Jest one little cry an’ you'll be a dead heathen!” he 
exclaimed, in a low tone of voice. 

Both Celestials threw up their hands in token of sub- 
mission. 

The Indian released his grip upon Hop’s throat. 

Then, while his companion covered the pat, he bound 
them. 

“Chinee heap much fool!” he ventured. 

“Lat light,” Hop answered, for he was quick to recover 
himself, generally. “We hear allee samee horsee makee 
feet go, and we comee to look. Find ledskin and bad 
Melican man, so be.” 

“We kill fools! Ugh!” 

“You bette not kill, so be. Young Wild West allee 
samee makee pletty quickee killee you!” 

Evidently Jack Soldier Coat thought that was about 
the size of it, for he shrugged his shoulders and looked at 
Mott, as though for advice. 

“I don’t know as we’ve got much by gittin’ ther two 
heathens,” that worthy remarked. “Of course, if we’d let 
‘em gone out they would have brought a gang here, an’ 
they it would have been all up with us in a hurry. But it 
won't make any difference, anyhow. We won’t git away 


from here, ’tain’t likely.” Pid ie 


“Ugh!” the redskin was more uneasy than ever. 

“You allee samee bette lettee poor Chinamen go,” said 
Hop, speaking in a voice loud enough to be heard quite 
some distance. 

“Stop talkin’ so loud!” commanded Mott. 

But Hop had accomplished what he wanted to, for the 
next moment hurried footsteps were heard coming around 


the side of the little hill me which the’ cave was lo- 
cated, 


Jack Soldier Coat quickly orabbed the bridle of the 
horse he rode and led it to the outside. 

‘Then he mounted and forced the animal to plunge into 
the water, which was quite deep at that point. 

Accepting the move as an example, Mott mounted and 
followed him. 

Splash ! went his hove into the river. 

Crack—erack—crack ! 

A volley of revolver shots sounded, and then Hop looked 
out and saw two riderless horses making for the opposite 
shore. 

“Hip hi! Help!” he yelled, shrilly. 

“Where are ver?” came an answering voice. 

Before either of the prisoners could answer Pete Dar- 
ling put in an appearance. 


“Thunder!” he gasped. “How did yer git here?” 


AS A PRAIRIE PILOT. 


Re am 


Hop tried to explain, but the ranchman was too much 
excited over what had happened to his daughter to listen. 

He quickly cut the two Celestials loose and then ran 
from the cave. 

Hop and Wing followed and soon were back where the 
members of the party who had not started in pursuit of 
Tony Pedro were waiting. ° 

“Come along with ther wagons,” shouted Darling. 
“There’s a ford here.” 

The man had mounted his horse as soon as he cut the 
two Chinamen loose, and he was now going in pursuit 
after Young Wild West and the others. 

Hop hastened to get the pack horses and assist the few 
men who had remained to get the horses in line. 

In about ten minutes they were fording the river, which 
proved to be quite shallow there. 

Once on the other side, they took the trail and went on 
through the woods. 

It was only a thin strip of timber on that side, as it 
proved, and then the rolling prairie was disclosed to view. 

“Somebody allee samee “shootee um ledskin and bad 
Melican man,” Hop remarked to one of the drivers. 

“T reckon somebody did,” was the reply. “We all had 
a crack at °em when we seen ’em in ther river. They got 
what they deserved, I reckon.” 

“Lat light, so be.” 

A mile or two ahead they could see those who had gone 
in pursuit. 

They were at a halt, and that made those with the wag- 
ons think that the Broncho Queen had been rescued. 

And so it proved, for two minutes after she came riding 
that way, with Arietta at her side. 

Anna and Eloise, who were very much worried over 
what had happened, urged their horses forward to meet 
them. 

It will be in order to explain how it was that the girl 
had escaped from the villain. 


When Pedro took to the water he looked over his shoul- 
der and saw that Arietta was riding swiftly after him. 

As he reached the other side he saw that Young Wild 
West was close behind the girl. 

He was desperate now, and he meant to get away with 
his prize or die. 

His horse reached the other side and was soon running 
through the woods. 

Then it was that something intervened to help the cap- 
tive girl. 

The lariat that Pedro had wound about her body was 
trailing the ground, and by accident it caught upon a 
gnarled root. 


As the rope tightened with a jerk, the girl was whisked 
from the horse before the villain knew it. 

Then he knew he had lost her. 

He almost made up'his mind to try and get her, but 
when he saw Young Wild West on his gallant sorrel he de- 
cided to flee. 

Glancing over his shoulder, he saw that all his pursuers 
but one had stopped to give aid to the Broncho Queen. 

The one who did not stop was Young Wild West. 

“Come on!’ he shouted, defiantly. “You will never get 
me, unless you shoot, Young Wild West!” 


-_—_—- 
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i won't shoot!” was the reply. 

The Broncho Queen was not much hurt by the fall, and 
as soon as she was released from the rope she sprang to 
her feet, and, waving her hat, exclaimed: 

“Catch him, Wild! Win the race!” 

“Oh, Wild will catch him—never fear!” said Arietta, as 
she brushed the dirt from the girl’s clothing. 

“Yer kin bet your life he will!” spoke up Cheyenne 
Charlie, mounting his horse to follow and see the finish 

of the race. 

He was leading the horse that Belle had been whisked 
from by the daring villain. 

Just then Ned Lake came in sight. 

A cry of joy came from the young man’s lips. » 

It did not take long for him to find out how it happened 
that his sweetheart was free. 

Then he assisted her to mount, after which they fol- 
lowed the rest, who were making for the open prairie, in 
order to-get a sight of the race between the sorrel and the 
black. 

They rode on out upon the prairie and had the satisfac- 
tion of seeing Young Wild West gaining upon the fugi- 
tive. 

They kept on until they were a mile out, and then they 
came to a halt and waited for Pete Darling to come up. 

“Ther wagons an’ ther rest is comin’ !” shouted the old 
man, when he saw his daughter was with them. “Hooray! 
Where’s Wild?” 

“There he goes,” answered the Broncho Queen, point- 
ing to the two racing horses. “‘Wild wants to overhaul the 
galoot alone. I know that well enough.” 

So they moved a little further out on the grass-covered 
plain and then waited. 

Wild and the villain he was ittdninie were mere specks 
in the distance when the wagons and rest of the party 
came up. 

“Arietta,” said Belle, “let’s you and I go out and meet 
Wild as he comes back.” 

“All right,” was the reply. “We can help him bring 
in his prisoner. I am sure that he will have a prisoner to 
fetch in, unless " 

“Unless the black horse proves to be faster-than the sor- 
rel, you mean.” 

“No. I mean unless it comes to a fight.” 

“Oh, I understand. Then it would mean that Pedro 
would get his medicine.” 

“That’s about the way it would be, I am sure. Wild 
never likes to shoot a man, no matter how much of a 
scoundrel he is, and how well he deserves it. But there 
are times when he has to do it in order to save his own 
life.” . 

The girls rode on, and as they looked back they saw that 
the wagon train had got in motion, and was following 
them. | 

“T reckon they didn’t have time to get much fresh 
water,” said Belle, shaking her head. “Well, I suppose 
pop is anxious to get as far as he can to-day, and as it is 
right on the way to follow Wild he is going to keep on.” 

“T heard Wild sav that he would strike the river again 
by to-night,” Arietta replied. “There is a big bend in it 
over that way.” 
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“Oh, pop must know that. Weil, i wish that race would 
end pretty soon !” 


It was to end pretty soon, too, as they soon found out. 





CHAPTER XVI. 
CONCLUSION. 

Young Wild West was right in his element when he 
found that he had a chance to show that Spitfire was the 
faster of the two steeds. 

“Spitfire, old boy!” he said, as he patted the neck of 
the noble animal. “You must catch that black horse, if 
it takes until night.” 

The sorrel gave a whinny, as he always did when he 
heard his young master speak to him when they were 
alone. 


Then the long race followed. 

The sorrel was not doing exactly his best, for Wild was 
reserving him for the fina] dash. 

The young deadshot knew what his horse was; and 
though he did not think that there was another one as 
good in the world, he had never seen one. | 

That was quite sufficient to make him have the utmost 

confidence in gallant Spitfire. 

Mile after mile was covered, and nearer and nearer Wild 
got to his man. 

He had him beaten now, and he knew it. 

He could easily have shot him with his revolver, but so 
long as Pedro did not show fight he would never do that. 

Suddenly the river came in sight ahead of them. 

The bend Arietta had spoke of rounded to here. 

It was only two miles ahead, and: when Pedro saw it he 
swung off to the right, so as to avoid it. 

Wild did not offer to make a short cut to overhaul him 
quicker. Y, 


He made the sorrel follow in the same tracks as Ph 
black made. 

Tony Pedro waved his hand when he saw this move. 

“You've got a mighty good horse, Young Wild West!” 
he called out. “But you'll see that mine will outwind him. 
T am to get away without being shot at, I suppose, if I 
can ?” 

““That’s right,” answered our hero, 
well give up, for you are beaten now.” 

“Not yet !” 

The villain had swung around, unknowingly, so far that 
he was riding almost parallel with the back trail in an- 
other minute. 

He was no doubt pretty badly worried, and hardly knew 
which direction he was going. 

But five minutes later, when Wild was not more than 
a hundred feet behind him, and gaining all the time, he 
suddenly saw the girl he had tried so hard to carry off 
with him coming straight toward him. 

With her was Youn Wild West’s sweetheart. ° 

But, strange to sav, the villain no longer felt a desire 
to capture the Broncho Queen. 

All he thonght of now was to get away, and, realizing © 
that he had doubled, he swung off the west. 

Wild did the same, not taking the least advantage. 

The young deadshot was getting ready to make the final 
spurt. 


“But you may as 





86 YOUNG WILD WEST AS A PRAIRIE PILOT. 
He saw Arietta and Belle Darling coming, and he de-| Suddenly he saw Arietta’s lariat go whizzing after the 
cided to show them how he could catch the black horse. | traitor. 
“Let yourself go, Spitfire!” he suddenly called out. Then Belle let hers go. 
Though the noble animal had been putting up an awful} Pedro dodged in vain. 
pace for several miles, he had that spurt left in him. Both nooses settled over his head and his horse prompt- 
He bounded forward like a rocket and swooped down|!ly came down to a walk, as his arms were pinned to his 
upon the black horse with ease. sides, and he no longer could guide it. 
Revolver in hand, Young Wild West rode past Tony| “Around ye go, Arietta!” called out Belle. “You go 
Pedro. that way and I'll go this. We'll wind the sneaking coyote. 
“Stop!” he cried. “You are my prisoner.” up!” 
‘The man did not have to be told twice. They made two circles, lifting the ropes for the other 
“Are you satisfied that your horse is not as good as to ride under, and then*Tony Pedro was wound up! 
mine?” Wild asked. “We have oot him, Wild!” cried Arietta, as Young Wild 
“Yes,” was the reply. West came galloping up, waving his hat. 
“Well, I am glad to hear you say that. Now, just hold “I knew you two girls could do it,” he answered. “You 
up your hands, while I relieve you of your shooters.” have roped the traitor nicely.” | 
“T s’pose there’s no use in askin’ fur merey, Young Wild A ringing cheer from those approaching rang out. 
West?” Pedro’ s face was livid with rage as he was brought to 
“You will.only be wasting your breath if you do.” = neat 
“Tt was only for ther i of that gal that I done what Take charge of him, boys,” said Wild, as Charlie, Jim 
lL. did.” and Ned Lake rode up. 
“Oh, I guess you’re a traitor, anyhow! You hired to INO girls lets go the lariats. 
cuide tice wagon train to Utah, and ‘heh you set your Then the villain showed that he was not beaten quite 
plans to era traitor “and steal the leade?’s daughter. yet, for he wrenched his hands free, and, leaping from the 
You'll have to take what’s coming to you this time, Tony back of his horse, he pulled a knife from the belt of Lake 
Pedro !” and exclaimed: 
Pi sate ec vedas “If I can’t have the Broncho Queen, you never shall, 
The villain said no more, and when our hero told him 19 
0 walk his horse toward the approaching girls, he did so.|°"5 —— 
. ag Veer foe wiinntes tHe ion stap. nae ri gia E Lake, with great presence of mind, kicked at the mad- 
“Hooray 1? ple Pee Bain ce eset $3 deny ‘eiylé j dened scoundrel and caught him under the chin. 


Down he dropped like a log, and when Cheyenne Char- 
lie dismounted to seize him he uttered a cry of surprise. 

“What's the matter, Charlie?” Wild asked. 

“Ther galoot must have fell on ther point of ther knife, 
fur he’s got it right in the heart,” was the reply. 

This about ends our story. 

Tt is needless to say that the Broncho Queen took the 
black horse, for after the horror had worn off she felt 
that the animal was as much jhers as anybody’s. 

She and Arietta were the best of seDGs, and so they 
would be as long as they lived. 

Young Wild West piloted the wagon train through to 
where the emigrants wanted to go without further mis- 
hap, and our friends remained there long enough to see 
Ned Lake and the Broncho Queen made man and wife, for 
the ceremony took place as soon as a clergyman could be 
found. ’ 


“You've got him, eh?” 

“Yes, I won the race,” Wild answered. “He has got a 

good horse, though; there is no mistaking that.” 
“Who is he going to leave him to when he dies?” 

“To you!” was the quick exclamation that eame from 
the lips of the captured villain. 

The four rode slowly back to meet the wagon train. 

Pedro was getting more sullen every minute now. 

— Wild knew that he was thinking of making an attempt 
to escape, so he kept an eye on him. 

The villain had no weapons, but his horse was getting 
rested now, and he no doubt thought there was a chance. 

‘When they were within half a mile of the wagons he 
suddenly lifted his head, and, fixing his gaze on Belle, 
exclaimed : 

“You can have Dandy when I die! But I am not going 
to die just yet, unless some one is cowardly enough to 
shoot an unarmed man.” 

Then he put spurs to the black, and, with a mighty 
leap, the animal darted away. 

The act was not surprising to Young Wild West. 

“Go and get him, girls!’ Rope him!’ he eried out. 

Arietta was the first to comprehend. 

She urged her horse forward on the jump. 

After her came the Broncho Queen. 

Their horses were comparatively fresh, compared with 


THE END. 


Read “YOUNG WILD WEST LAYING DOWN THE 
LAW; or, THE ‘BAD’ MEN OF BLACK. BALL,” which 
will be the next number (263) of “Wild West Weekly.” 
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Our hero remained at a halt, feeling sure that the vil-| SQUARE, NEW YORK, and you will receive the copies 
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SOME GOOD ARTICLES. 


One of Mr. Santley’s most amusing experiences occurred at 
Brecon about four years ago, when he assisted Mme. Patti in 
giving a concert in aid of the local hospital. The prima donna 
appeared with Mr. Santley in a duet. The vocalists had just 
recommended singing, when the baritone burst out laughing 
and left the platform. His companion almost immediately fol- 
lowed, although she attempted to continue. In response to 
loud cheers, Mme. Patti returned, and said: “The cause of all 
this merriment is that a wasp has been trying to get into my 
mouth, and we could not go on.” 











Jack Hovey has walked over the Tidewater pipe-line from 
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Attention has recently been called to a movement, started 
this time by German students, to exclude foreigners from the 
Empire’s universities. At times manufacturers, fearful of the 
competition that might ensue from training outsiders in Ger- 
man methods, have sought to have laws enacted that would 
either exclude foreigners, or make it so hard for them to 
enter, as practically to exclude them from the universities. 
Consul Brittain, of Kiel, says: “This year German students 
are again demanding an increase in matriculation and tui- 
tion fees for foreigners who attend German universities. They 
say preference should be shown the German students in as- 
signment of places in dormitories and recitation-halls. After 
they have been accommodated they are willing that foreign 
students may take what places remain. German students are 
endeavoring to have all their universities unit@in discriminat- 
ing against foreign students. The number of foreign students 
at the German universities has increased rapidly. During the 
summer semester which has just closed there were 3,888 for- 
eign students matriculated; last winter there were 3,893; last 
summer (1906) there were 3,173, and ten years ago the num- 
ber was 3,196. The total number of all students matriculated 
at German universities was 64,942 for the summer semester 
1906. Ten years ago the foreign students numbered 7.4 per 
cent. of the total number; at present 7.6 per cent. Of thé 900 
students studying medicine at Berlin, 100 are foreigners, or 
1.6 per cent. At the Heidelberg University 16 per cent. of 
those studying medicine are foreigners, and of those studying 
mathematics and science 22 per cent. are foreigners.” 





GRINS AND CHUCKLES. 


“You don’t have many visitors out here,” said Citiman, “do 


Rixford, McKean county, to Williamsport, Pa., continuously| you?” “Oh, yes,” replied Subbubs, “coming and going nearly 


during the last twenty-six years. 
twenty-one miles a day, carrying a kit of tools weighing about 
sixty pounds, among which is a telegraph instrument, which, 
in case of breaks or other accidents, he attaches to the com- 
pany wire which follows the line and informs headquarters 
at Williamsport. The distance is 145 miles as the line runs, 
up and down hill, across valleys and through woodlands and 
forests, forty miles of it being through the dense Potter county 
woods, with scarcely a habitation along the route. 


It is said that a flea leaps two hundred times its height, and 
while it usually does land on its feet, it often fails, especially 
when it falls on a perfectly smooth surface where the claws 
can get only a slight hold. A flea has six legs, whose great 
length and bulk make them so heavy that they must be a 
great help in keeping their owner right side up when it 
makes one of those gigantic jumps; and when it lands upside 
down, or in some other way, its ability to kick is so great, 
that not more than one wriggle is needed to set things right. 
A flea’s wings are mere scales, and of no use; but small and 
worthless as they are they tell the entomologist something 
about the proper classification of the insect. To the flea itself 
they have no value. . 


The whitefish in Lake Superior are decreasing yearly, ac- 
cording to fishermen. It is claimed that the dumping of 
ashes and clinkers into the lake has killed off large areas of 
the grassy patches on the bottom of the lake where the white- 
fish have fed. Between 1880 and 1905 the output of ashes, 
clinkers and furnace slag, not counting the sweepings of iron 
from the docks, has been 7,000,000 tons, which was dumped 
into Lake Superior. Fishermen all over Lake Superior tell 
the same story, that large clinkers come up in their gill nets 
when hauling in settings, indicating that the bottom of the 
lake is being covered with this manufactured scoria, the ten- 
dency of which is to destroy, or burn up, either by erosive 
action, or by chemical influences, all the grass in which there 
lived the minute organism ujon which the whitefish subsisted. 


“ 


He makes from eight t0j every day.” “Mostly women, I suppose.” “Yes; servant girls.” 


“What are the dimensions of the lots out there?” “Forty 
feet front.” “And how deep?” “I can’t tell you that. I didn’t 
sueceed in sounding them. I put down a pole twenty feet 
long, but I didn’t touch bottom.” 


“My, my, my!” said the little girl’s grandmother, “you 
mustn’t make so much fuss when you have your hair combed. 
When I was a little girl I had my hair combed three or four 
times every day.” “Yes,” said the child, pointing at the poor 
little gray knot on the back of the good old lady’s head, “and 
see what you’ve got for it.” 


A poor old Irishman, with an old and battered cornet, was 
making night hideous one evening in a quiet Edinburgh 
square. A smart young “guardian of the peace” stepped up 
to him, and, in very peremptory tones, said: “Come, come, my 
man, you must stop that or accompany me.” “Wid all the 
pieasure in loife, sor,” replied Pat. “What are ye goin’ to 
sing?” 


A little elderly German who keeps a stationer’s shop amuses 
and interests himself by making up stories about his custom- 
ers and telling them to his family. “Dot young lady who has 
de pink cheeks, she be married soon, I tink,” he announced 
one night. “Now, my Canl, you know nottings of her what- 
effer, is it not so?” and his wife tried to look as if she did 
not think him’ a wonderfully clever man. “It is like dis,” 
said the stationer, solemnly: “I observe, and I know. At first 
she buy paper and envelopes de same; later she buy twice as 
more paper, and den five times as more paper as envelopes. 
So I know she is become betrothed. “And to-day,’,he said, 
beaming with pleasure, “to-day she buy only one half-dozen 
envelopes and five times as more paper; and when [ tell her 
she get dem cheaper if she buy many, she say to me: ‘I have 
no need of more, t’ank you.’ So I know de friend he, comes 
soon, and so comes de marriage on quickly.” 
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‘THE WORTH MYSTERY 


By JOHN SHERMAN. 











Ned Hastings was a clerk in the Brainford Bank, and a 
young man who commanded the respect and confidence of all 
who knew him. In fact, no one stood higher in the estima- 
tion of the community than the young clerk. 

Ned was well liked by his associates at the bank, and even 
the surly old janitor, who was not wont to speak well of any 
one, had a good word for Ned. 

The young man’s friends considered him a very lucky fel- 
low, too, for it was understood that he was engaged to the 
heiress, Mabel» Worth, whose uncle, Richard Worth, was the 
heaviest stockholder in the bank, and a reputed millionaire. 

Pretty Mabel was an orphan, but her Uncle Richard, who 
was a childless old bachelor, had adopted her and meant to. 
leave her all his fortune. 

The rumored engagement of Ned Hastings and Mabel Worth 
was a correct report. The young people had loved each other 
for a long time, and they had plighted their troth, with the 
full consent of Mabel’s Uncle Richard. 

But strange to say, Ned Hastings and Richard Worth had 
never met. 

This circumstance is easily explained. Richard Worth had 
been absent in Europe five years, and it was during his ab- 
sence that Ned and Mabel met and loved. 

Correspondents had, however, given Richard Worth such 
an excellent account of Ned, that when the young man, by 
letter, requested the permission of the millionaire to address 
his love suit to Mabel, his consent was given. 

Richard Worth was very eccentric as well ag very rich, and 
he had never had a picture taken in his life. So, not only 
had Ned never seen the old gentleman in person, but he had 
not even seen a photograph of him. 

The time for the marriage of Mabel and Ned had been set, 
and Mr. Worth had written them from Paris that he should 
return to Brainford in time to be present at the wedding. 

Later a cable message from her uncle informed Mabel that 
he would sail for New York on the Chancellor, a first-class 
transatlantic steamer of a popular line. 

Mabel went to New York to meet the steamer, accompanied 
by an old gentleman who had formerly been Mr. Worth’s busi- 
ness partner. 

But the Chancellor had arrived the day before, and inquiry 
elicited the information that the same day Richard Worth had 
taken the evening train for Brainford. 

Then the mystery began. Richard Worth had not reached 
his destination. On the contrary, it seemed that he had 
mysteriously disappeared. Mabel and Richard Worth’s old 
business partner were filled with consternation when this be- 
came known to them. 

They imagined at once that the missing man might have 
met with foul play, for the captain of the Chancellor, who was 
a friend of the old millionaire, stated that Mr. Worth had con- 
fided the fact to him that he carried a splendid collection of 
most valuable diamonds, which he had made in Europe, on 
his person, in a money- elt. 

Mabel employed the best known detective to search for the 
missing man, and then she and Mr. Worth’s old friend re- 
turned to Brainford. 

Almost the first person to welcome Mabel besides Ned 
Hastings was one Ralph Warwick, an old suitor of the maiden, 
whom she had rejected a year before, and who stated that he 
had just returned from California. 

Ralph Warwick seemed inclined to renew his suit for the 
hand of Mabel, and as he left her on the evening of her return 
from New York, and.saw that Ned Hastings, who with himself 
nad met the young lady at the depot, was indeed, as he had 
already heard, his successful suitor, Ralph’s face assumed a 
strange expression, and he said: 

“This is fate playing into my hands, for as sure as the 
heavens stand Ned Hastings was the man whom I saw in the 
gully that night.” 

Some days elapsed, and the detectives employed by Mabel 
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laced Richard Worth from a hotel in New York city to a ° 


depot, where he boarded the night train for. Brainford. 

But after the returned millionaire entered the train the trail 
ended. Where he had left it or how was a mystery. 

Yet several days later, however, some hunters found the 
body of the missing man in a.gully near the railway track, 
close to a water tank, in a gully where the train had stopped 
while the supply of water for the engine boiler was renewed. 

Richard Worth had been foully murdered and robbed. It 
was the theory of the officers that the victim had been stabbe 
on the platform of the car and hurled off by the assassin, wh 
then followed him, robbed the body and dragged it into the 
gully. 

A heavy reward was at once offered for thé detection of the 
assassin. 

ok of * * * ok 

Some months before, upon arising one morning, Ned Hast- 
ings experienced a singular sensation of weariness, for which 
he could not account, for he had retired early, and had not 
fatigued himself the preceding day. 

As he was dressing he found, to his astonishment, that his 
boots, which he had neatly polished just before retiring to his 
room for the night, were wet and stained with mud. 

More than this, taking up the coat he had worn the day be- 
fore, he found that, too, was wet, and so was his hat. 

Yesterday had been cloudless. But going to the window 
and looking out, Ned saw that during the night a heavy rain 
had fallen. 

He had no recollection of leaving his room the preceding 
night, but now he sank into a chair, and the conviction that 
he must have done so forced itself upon his mind. 

“Good heavens! it must be that I have been walking in my 
sleep—that I am a somnambulist; but I never suspected such 
a thing before,” thought Ned. 

He was very much troubled by the reflection, and that very 
day he consulted a physician about the matter. 

The medical man agreed with Ned that he must have walked 
in his sleep, advised more out-of-door exercise, less mental 
work, and a sedative.to be taken upon retiring. 

The young bank clerk placed himself in the hands of the 
physician, and thereafter he had no further experience of sleep 
walking, and thinking himself completely cured he soon ceased 
to think about the matter. 

But on the morning following the day when Mabel Worth 
went to the city to meet her Uncle Richard, Ned Hastings 
awoke with a sense of fatigue again, for which there seemed 
to be no reason. 

He at once asked himself in alarm if it could be possible 
that he had again become a somnampbulist, and in a few mo- 
ments he knew that such was the fact. As on the preceding 
oceasion the condition of his boots and other articles of cloth- 
ing told the story. Again he had walked in his sleep. 

Then the young man calculated how long it had been since 
his last steep-walking experience and so fixed that date as weil 
as the present one in his mind. 

His last experience was on November 34d. 

He tried to see if he could remember where he had been 
in his sleep, but he was anly able to recall a memory of what 
seemed a terrible dream, without definite point or meaning. 


* * * * 





As soon as the body of Richard Worth was found the re- 
mains were brought to his residence in Brainford, and Ned 
was there with Mabel, when the victim of the mysterious 
tragedy was brought home. 

Alone, hand in hand, the betrothed lovers entered the dark- 
ened parlor to look upon the face of the dead. 

We must recall the fact that Ned had never seen the face 
of the millionaire so far as he knew; but when he and Mabel 
then stood beside the remains and the set, white face was re- 
vealed to them, Ned Hastings started back with an exclama- 
tion of alarm and astonishment, and he said huskily: 

“Merciful heaven! What can this mean? It is the face of 
my terrible dream!” 

Ned trembled from head to.foot, and there besides the dead, 
he then knew that he had seen that face before in the terrible 
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dream ef his last night of sleep-walking, and suddenly all 
that dreadful vision which he had previously vainly tried to 
recall rushed back upon him in all its horror and awful dis- 
tinctness. 

The young man sunk into a chair and buried his face in his 
hands. He was almost overcome with emotion. 

‘He remembered then that on the night of November 3d 
Richard Worth had met his death, and it was on that same 
night that he had walked in his sleep, and had the ‘terrible 
dream which he now for the first time fully recalled 

And now he said in awful terror mentally: 

“Tt was not a dream, but the actual reality. The memory 
of what occurred during the time that I last walked in my 
sleep has come back to me.” 


Mabel watched Ned Hastings in alarm and surprise. 

“What is it? Tell me, Ned dear, what is it that so fearfully 
agitates you?” she asked. 

“Only a fancied resemblance. I—I thought of one whom I 
wed to once know when I saw your dead uncle’s face,” falter- 
el Ned. 

And then leaving Mabel sadly perplexed at his strange 
behavior he excused himself, and left the house as soon as 
he could. 

Ned Hastings reached his room in a state of mind that was 
fhe next thing to insanity. Well might he have felt thus. He 
recalled the awful dream of the night of November 38d again. 

He saw, as vividly as possible, the scene where the body 
of Richard Worth had been found, and which had since been 
described to him. He saw the murdered man and another 
shadowy form, and he saw himself there beside the dead. 
The awful thought had entered the mind of Ned Hastings 
that in the somnambulistic state he had killed Richard Worth. 

He recollected now that besides the belt of diamonds Mabel 
had told him that a certain diamond crpss, with her uncle’s 
lame engraved on its back, which he always wore on his 
neck scarf, was missing, and he knew that he had seen that 
diamond cross on the night of November 3d. 

Ned owned a little casket of foreign wood which had been 
given him by his mother, and in which he kept such little 
articles as he particularly treasured. 


Trembling now, he unlocked that casket. For a moment 
he could not find courage to raise the lid, dreading what he 
might find there. But at last he opened the casket. 

For a moment his heart seemed to stop beating. There was 
a diamond cross. It was the first thing his eyes rested upon 
when he opened the casket. The glittering gems seemed to 
flash upon him like accusing eyes. Breathlessly he turned 
the cross over, and there on the back he saw neatly engraved 
the name, “Richard Worth.” 

At that moment there came a gentle tap at the door, Ned 
turned his head, and as he did so the door opened and Mabel 
Worth stood before him. 


Ned Hastings uttered a startled ery, and tried to close the 
casket; but in his haste to conceal the diamond cross he 
overturned the casket, and the accusing jewel fell at the 
feet of his promised bride. 

“My uncle’s diamond cross! How came it here? > 
Edward, speak, and tell me!” she cried. 

Ned Hastings shrank before her. 

“Mabel,” he uttered, in a tone of agony—*Mabel, I cannot 
tell you! Oh, the horror of it all! I think I shall go mad!” 

She watched his face as he spoke, and, lifting his eyes to 
hers, he thought he saw an awful suspicion in her look. The 
reflection that the woman he loved might believe that he was 


Speak, 


_ the murderer of. her uncle made him desperate, aud he sprang 


forward and seized her hand, exclaiming: 

“Mabel, I will tell you all!” 

Then, while she listened breathlessly, he related what the 
reader already knows of his sleep-walking experiences and his 
terrible dream, 

As he concluded, Mabel said: 

“How can such a thing be?” 

Did she doubt his truth? He could scarcely tell. They were 
at the window. At that moment he saw a man passing on 
the opposite side of the street. There was something that 


seemed strangely familiar in the man’s appearance, Ned 
thought. Then like a flash the truth dawned upon his mind. 

“That is the very man I saw beside your murdered uncle 
in the gully!” exclaimed Ned; pointing. 

Mabel looked in the direction he indicated, and she, too, 
saw the man. He turned his head while the eyes of the lovers 
were yet upon him, and both saw his face. 

“Ralph Warwick!” exclaimed Mabel, ' 

“fT will prove my innocence to you, dearest, by convicting 
Ralph Warwick. Now I go to follow him. Do not lose faith 
in me, come what may,” replied Ned. 

As he spoke he darted from the room and gained the street. 

Ralph Warwick was yet in sight. | 

Stealthily Ned followed him until he saw him enter the 
dwelling of a clairvoyant, who enjoyed considerable local 
celebrity. Ned remained watching the house until Warwick 
left it. Then he entered. The clairvoyant was under obliga- 
tions to Ned, and he told the young man that Warwick was 
a firm believer in his powers, and frequently called to consult 
him. In conclusion the clairvoyant said: 

“He is coming again to-night. He has made an appointment 
with me, and I am to go into a trance as usual and read the 
future for him.” 

“J will give you fifty dollars to allow me to personate you 
to-night when Ralph Warwick returns,” said Ned. 

The clairvoyant agreed, and that evening, made up exactly 
like him, Ned was at his house when Warwick arrived, and 
in an adjoining room he had Mabel and two detectives con- 
cealed, so that they could overhear all. 

Ned had seen the clairvoyant go into his pretended trance 
several times, and he imitated him perfectly. 

“Tel] me what I shall do to make sure a certain secret of 
mine, which I wish to guard above all things, may not be 
found out?” asked Warwick, when Ned seemed to be in the 
trance. 


“Remove the jewels from the place where you have hidden 
them. Secrete the diamonds somewhere else, and then leave 
the place,” replied Ned, promptly. 
“Your power is wonderful! Diamonds! 
once,” muttered Warwick. 

Soon after that, when the “clairvoyant” came out of his 
trance, Warwick left the house. Of course he was followed by 
Ned and his concealed witnesses. The night was moonlight, 
and Warwick led them'into the grounds of a deserted mansion. 
There he secured a spade, and went to the foot of a great tree 
near a broken marble pedestal. Throwing off his coat, War- 
wick began to dig. Ned and Mabel crept near with the two 
officers and concealed themselves behind the tree. Presently 
Warwick unearthed a box of some size. As he knelt to lift 
it out of the hole he had excavated, in their eagerness Mabel 
and Ned started forward, one on each side of the great tree. 

Warwick heard them and leaped to his feet. But the suc- 
ceeding moment Ned and the officers seized him, and the hand- 
cuffs were placed on his wrists. 

Then the box was opened, and in it was found a blood- 
stained overcoat, which was afterward identified as belong- 
ing to Warwick, and Richard Worth’s belt of diamonds. 

Warwick was conveyed to prison, and a few days later he 
confessed his guilt. He had met the millionaire on the train, 
and as they were both on the platform of one of the coaches 
at the water station, he had stabbed the old gentleman and 
thrown him off, following himself and robbing his victim. 
Warwick had known the millionaire in other days, and in a 
conversation that took place before the murder he told the 
assassin about the diamonds he carried. Warwick had seen 
Ned at the scene of the murder, and decided, from his con- 
duct, that he was walking in his sleep. The assassin had 
seen Ned pick up the diamond cross, and when he learned 
the young man was Mabel’s suitor he decided to eventually 
direct suspicion to him, hoping that he might thus remove a 
rival. 

In due time Warwick paid the penalty of his crime, and 
later on Ned and Mabel became man and wife. 

Though years have elapsed since that terrible night of 
November the third Ned has never since walked in his sleep. 
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A COMPLETE SET IS A REGULAR ENCYCLOPEDIA! 


Bach book consists of sixty-four pages, printed on good paper,in clear type and neatly bound in an attractive, illustrated cover. 
Most of the books are also profusely illustrated, and all of the subjects treated upon are apa in such a simple manner that any 
"to 


child can thoroughly understand them. 
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THESE BOOKS ARE FOR SALE BY ALL NEWSDEALERS OR WILL BE SENT BY MAIL TO ANY ADDRESS 
FROM THIS OFFICE ON RECHIPT OF PRICE, TEN CENTS BACH, OR ANY THREE BOOKS FOR TWENTY-FIVE 
CENTS. POSTAGE STAMPS TAKEN THE SAME AS MONEY. Address FRANK TOUSEY, Publisher, 24 Union Square, N.Y. 





MESMERISM. ; 
No. 81. HOW TO MESMERIZE.—Containing the most ap- 
proved metheds of mesmerism; also how to cure all kinds of 
diseases by animal megnetism, or, magnetic healing. By Prof. Leo 
Iiugo Koch, A. C. £ ,, author of “How to Hypnotize,” ete. 


PALMISTRY. 

No. 82. HOW TO DO PALMISTRY.—Containing the most ap- 
proved methods of reading the lines on the hand, together with 
a full explanation of their meaning. Also explaining phrenology, 
and the key for telling character by the bumps on the head. By 
Leo Hugo Koch, A. C. 8. Fully illustrated. 


RFYPNOTISM. 

No. 88. HOW TO HYPNOTIZE.—Containing valuable and in- 
structive information regarding the science of hypnotism. Also 
explaining the most approved methods which are employed by the 
leading hypnotists of the world. By Leo Hugo Koch, A.C.S. 


SPORTING. 

No. 21. HOW TO HUNT AND FISH.—The most complete 
hunting and fishing guide ever published, It contains full in- 
structions about guns, hunting dogs, traps, trapping and fishing, 
together with descriptions of game and fish. 

o. 26. HOW TO ROW, SAIL AND BUILD A BOAT.—Fully 
illustrated. Every boy should know how to row and sail a boat. 
Full instructions are given in this little book, together with in- 
structions on swimming and riding, companion sports to boating. 

No. 47. HOW TO BREAK, RIDE AND DRIVE A HORSE.— 
‘A complete treatise on the horse. Describing the most useful horses 
for business, the best horses for the road; also valuable recipes for 
diseases peculiar to the horse. 

No. 48. HOW TO BUILD AND SAIL CANOES. -A handy 
book for boys, containing full directions for constructing canoes 
and the most popular manner of sailing them. Wully ilustrated. 
By C. Stansfield Hicks. 


¢ FORTUNE TELLING. 

No. 1. NAPOLEON’S ORACULUM AND DREAM BOOK.— 
Containing the great oracle of human destiny; also the true mean- 
ing of almost any kind of dreams, together with charms, ceremonies, 
and curious games of cards. A complete book. 

No. 23. HOW TO EXPLAIN DREAMS.—Everybody dreams, 
from the little child to the aged man and woman. ‘This little book 
gives the explanation to all kinds of dreams, together with lucky 
and unlucky days, and ‘“Napoleon’s Oraculum,” the book of fate. 

No. 28. HOW TO TELL FORTUNES.—Everyone 1s desirous of 
knowing what his future life will bring forth, whether happiness or 
misery, wealth or poverty. You can tell by a glance at this little 
book. Buy one and be convinced. Tell your own fortune. Tell 
the fortune of your friends. 3 

No. 76. HOW TO TELL FORTUNES BY THE HAND.— 
Containing rules for telling fortunes by the aid of lines of the hand, 
or the secret. of palmistry. Also the secret of telling future events 
by aid of moles, marks, scars, ete. Illustrated. By A, Anderson. 


ATHLETIC. 

No. 6. HOW TO BECOME AN ATHLETE.—Giving full in- 
struction for the use of dumb ells, Indian clubs, parallel bars, 
horizontal bars and various other methods of developing a good, 
healthy muscie; containing over sixty illustrations. Every boy can 
become strong and healthy by following the instructions contained 
in this little book. 

No. 10. HOW TO BOX.—The art of self-defense made easy. 
Containing over thirty illustrations of guards, blows, and the ditter- 
ent positions of a good boxer. Every boy should obtain one of 
these useful and instructive books, as it will teach you how to box 
without an instructor. 

No. 25. HOW TO BECOME A GYMNAST.—Containing full 
instructions for all kinds of gymnastic sports and athletic exercises. 
Embracing thirty-five illustrations. By Professor W. Macdonald. 
A handy and useful book. 

No. 34. HOW TO FENCE.—Containing fuil instruction for 
fencing and the use of the broadsword; also instruction in archery. 
Described with twenty-one practical illustrations, giving the best 
positions in fencing. A complete book. 


TRICKS WITH CARDS. 

No. 51. OW TO DO TRICKS WITH CAROS.—Containing 
explanations of the general principles of sleight-of-hand applicable 
to card tricks; of card tricks with ordinary cards, and not requiring 
sleight-of-hand; of tricks involving sleight-of-hand, or the use of 
wecially prepared cards. By Professor Haffner. Illustrated. 


we 


No. 72. HOW TO DO SIXTY TRICKS WITH CARDS.—Bme 
bracing all of the latest and most deceptive card tricks, with il- 
lustrations. By A. Anderson. 

No. 77. HOW TO DO FORTY TRICKS WITH CARDS.— 
Containing deceptive Card Tricks as performed-by leading conjurors 
and magicians. Arranged for home amusement. Fully illustrated. 


MAGIC. 

No. 2. HOW TO DO TRICKS.—The great book of magic and 
card tricks, containing full instruction on all the leading card tricks 
oi the day, also the most popular magical illusions as performed by 
our leading magicians ; every boy should obtain a copy of this book, 
as it will both amuse and instruct. 

No, 22. HOW TO DO.SECOND SIGHT.—-Heller’s second sight 
explained by his former assistant, Fred Hunt, Jr. Explaining how 


the secret dialogues were carried on between the magician and the - 


boy on the stage; also giving all the codes and signals. The only 
authentic explanation of second sight. 

No. 438. HOW TO BECOME A MAGICIAN.—Containing the 
grandest assortment of magical illusions ever placed before the 
public. Also tricks with ecards, incantations, ete. . 

No. 68. HOW TO DO CHEMICAL TRICKS.—Containing over 
one hundred highly amusing and instructive tricks with chemicals. 
By A. Anderson. Handsomely illustrated. 

No. 69. HOW TO DO SLEIGHT OF HAND.—Containing over 
fifty of the latest and best tricks used by magicians. Also contain- 
ing the secret of second sight. Fully illustrated. By A. Anderson. 

No. 70. HOW TO MAKE MAGIC TOYS.—Containing full 
directions for making, Magic Toys and devices of many kinds. By 
A. Anderson. Fully Wlustrated. } 

No. 73. HOW TO DO TRICKS WITH NUMBERS.—Showing 
many curious tricks with figures and the magic of numbers. By A. 
Anderson. Fully illustrated. 

No. 75. HOW TO BECOME A CONJUROR. — Containing 
tricks with Dominos, Dice, Cups and Balls, Hats, ete. Embracing 
thirty-six illustrations. By A. Anderson. 

No. 78. HOW TO DO THE BLACK ART.—Containing a com- 
plete description of the mysteries of Magic and, Sleight of Hand, 
together with many wonderful experiments. By A. Anderson. 


Iilustrated. 

MECHANICAL. 

No. 29. HOW TO BECOME AN INVENTOR.—Every boy 
should know how inventions originated. This book explains them 
all, giving examples in electricity, hydraulics, magnetism, optics, 
pueumaties, mechanics, etc. The most instructive book published. 

No. 56. HOW TO BECOME AN ENGINEER.—Containing full 
instructions how to proceed in order to become a locométive en- 
gineer; also directions for building a model locomotive; together 
with a full description of everything an engineer should know. 

No. 57. HOW TO MAKE MUSICAL INSTRUMENTS.—YPuli 
directions how to make a Banjo, Violin, Zither, Afolian Harp, Xylo- 
phone and other musical instruments; together with a brief de 
scription of nearly every musical instrument used in ancient or 
modern times. Profusely illustrated. By Algernon S. Fitzgerald, 
for twenty years bandmaster of the Royal Bengal Marines. 

No. 59. HOW TO MAKE A MAGIC LANTERN.—Containing 
a description of the lantern, together with its history and invention. 
Also full directions for its use and for painting slides. Handsomely 
illustrated. By John Allen. 

No. 71. HOW TO DO MECHANICAL TRICKS.—Containing 
complete instructions for performing over sixty Mechanical Tricks. 
By A. Anderson. Fully illustrated. 


LETTER WRITING. 

No. 11. HOW TO WRITE LOVE-LETTERS.—A most com- 
plete little book, containing full directions for writing loye-letters, 
and when to use them, giving specimen letters for young and old. 

No, 12. HOW TO WRITH LETTERS TO LADIES.—Giving 
complete instructions for writing letters to ladies on all subjects; 
also letters of introduction, notes and requests, — 

No. 24. HOW TO WRITE LETTERS TO GENTLEMEN.—= 
Containing ful! directions for writing to gentlemen.on all subjects; 
also giving sample letters for instruction. | 

No. 538. HOW TO WRITH LETTERS.—A wonderful little 
book, telling you how to write to your sweetheart,. your father, 
mother, sister, brother, employer; ana, in fact, everybody and any- 
body you wish to write to. Hvery young man and every young 
lady in the land should have this book. 

No. 74. HOW TO WRITE LETTERS CORRECTLY.—Con- 
taining full instructions for writing letters on almost any subject; 
also rules for punctuation and composition, with specimen letters, 
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THE STAGE. 


No. 41. THY BOYS OF NEW YORK END MEN'S JOE 
BOOK.—Coutainifig a great variety of the latest jokes used by the 
most famous end men. No amateur minstrels is complete without 
this wonderful little book. 

No. 42, THE BOYS OF NEW YORK STUMP SPERAKER.— 
Containing a varied assortment of stump speeches, Negro, Dutch 
and Irish. Also end men’s jokes. Just the thing for home amuse- 
ment and amateur shows. 

No. ‘45. THE BOYS OF NEW YORK MINSTREL GUIDB 
AND JOKH BOOK.—Something new and very instructive. LPvery 
boy should obtain this book, as it contains full instructions for or- 
ganizing an amateur minstrel troupe. 

o. 65. MULDOON’S JOKES.—tThis is one of the most original 
joke books ever published, and it is brimful of wit and humor. It 
eee a large collection of songs, jokes, conundrums, ete., of 

prrence Muldoon, the great wit, humorist, and practical joker of 
the day. Every boy who can enjoy a good substantial joke should 
Obtain a copy immediately. 

No. 79. HOW TO BECOMB AN ACTOR.—Containing com- 
plete instructions how to make up for various characters on the 
stage; together with the duties of the Stage Manager, Prompter, 
Scenic Artist and Property Man. By a prominent Stage Manager. 

No. 80. GUS WILLIAMS’ JOKE BOOK.—Containing the lat- 
est jokes, anecdotes and funny stories of this world-renowned and 
ever popular German comedian. Sixty-four pages; handsome 

ered cover containing a half-tone photo of the author, 


HOUSEKEEPING. 

No. 16. HOW TO KEEP A WINDOW GARDEN.— Containing 
full instructions for constructing a window garden either in town 
or country, and the most approved methods for raising beautiful 
flowers at home. The most complete book of the kind ever pub- 


ished. 

No. 30. HOW TO COOK.—One of the most instructive books 
on cooking ever published. It contains recipes for cooking meats, 
fish, game, and oysters; also pies, puddings, cakes and all kinds of 
pastry, and a grand collection of recipes by one of our most popular 


cooks. 

No. 37. HOW TO KEEP HOUSH.—It contains information for 
everybody, boys, girls, men and women; it,will teach you how to 
make almost anything around the house, such as parlor ornaments, 
brackets, cements, Aeolian harps, and bird lime for catching birds. 


r ELECTRICAL. 

No. 46. HOW TO MAKE AND USE ELECTRICITY.—A 4de- 
scription of the wonderful uses of electricity and electro magnetism ; 
together with full instructions for making Electric Toys, Batteries, 
ete. By George Trebel, A. M., M. D. Containing over fifty il- 
lustrations. 

No. 64. HOW TO MAKE ELECTRICAL MACHINES.—Con- 
taining full directions for making electrical machines, induction 
coils; dynamos, and many novel toys to be worked by electricity. 
By R. A. R. Bennett, Fully illustrated. 

Ne. 67. HOW TO DOC ELECTRICAL TRICKS.—Containing a 
large collection of instructive and highly amusing electrical tricks, 


‘together with illustrations. By A. Anderson. 
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ENTERTAINMENT. 

No. 9. HOW TO BECOME A VENTRILOQUIST.—By Harry 
Kecnedy. The secret given away. Every intelligent boy reading 
this book of instructions, by a practical professor (delighting multi- 
tudes every night with his wonderful imitations), can master the 
art, and create any amount of fun for himself and friends. It is the 
greatest book ever published, and there’s millions (of fun) in it, 

No. 20. HOW TO BNTERTAIN AN EVENING PARTY.—A 
very valuable little book just published. A complete compendium 
of games, sports, card diversions, comic recitations, ete., suitable 
for parlor or drawing-room entertainment. It contains more for the 
money than any book published. 

No. 35. HOW TO PLAY GAMES.—A complete and useful little 
book, containing the rules and regulations of billiards, bagatelle, 
backgammon, croquet. dominoes, etc. 

No. 36. HOW TO SOLVE CONUNDRUMS.—Containing all 
the leading conundrums of the day, amusing riddles, curious catches 
and witty sayings. 

No. 52. HOW TO PLAY CARDS.—A complete and handy little 
book, giving the rules and full directions for playing Euchre, Crib- 
bage, Casino, Forty-Five, Rounce, Pedro Sancho, Draw Poker, 
Auction Pitch, All Fours, and many other popular games of cards. 

No. 66. HOW LO DO PUZZLES.—Containing over three hun- 
dred interesting puzzles and conundrums, with key to same A 
complete book. Fully illustrated. By A. Anderson. 


ETIQUETTE. 

No. 18. HOW TO DO IT; OR, BOOK OF ETIQUETTE.—It 
is a great life secret,,.and one that.every young man desires to know 
all about. There’s happiness in it. 

No. 33. HOW TO BEHAVE.—Containing the rules and etiquette 
of good society and the easiest and most approved methods of ap- 

ring to good advantage at parties, balls, the theatre, church, and 
the drawing-room. 


DECLAMATION. 

No. 27. HOW TO RECITE AND BOOK OF RECITATIONS. 
Containing the most popular selections in use, comprising Dutch 
dialect, French dialect, Yankee and Irish dialect pieces, together 
@ith many standard readings. 
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No. 31. HOW TO BECOME A SPHAKHR.—Containing fou 
teen illustrations, giving the different positions requisite to be 
a good speaker, reader and elocutionist. Also containing gems fromé 
all the popular authors of prose and poetry, arranged in the most 
simple and concise manner possible. 

No. 49. HOW TO DEBATH.—Giviug routes for conducting des 
bates, outlines for debates, questions for discussion, and the 
sources for procuring information on the questions giver. 


SOCIETY. 

No. 3. HOW TO FLIRT.—The arts and wiles of flirtatfon ere 
fully explained by this little book. Besides the various methods of 
handkerchief, fan, glove, parasol, window and hat flirtation, it cone 
tains a full Jist of the language and sentiment of flowers, which ig 
interesting to everybody, both eld and young. You cannot be happy 
without one. 

No. 4. HOW TO DANCH is the title of a new and handsome 
littie book just issued by Frank Tousey. It contains full instruc. 
tions in the art of dancing, etiquette in the ball-room and at parties, 
ee to dress, and full directions for calling off in ali popular square 

ances. 

No. 5. HOW TO MAKE LOVE.—A complete guide to love, 
courtship and marriage, giving sensible advice, rules and etiquette 
to be observed, with many curious and interesting things not gen- 
erally known. 

No. 17. HOW 'TO DRESS.—Contaiuning full instrugtion in the 
art of dressing and appearing well at home and abroad, giving the 
selections of colors, material, and how to have them made up. 

No. 18. HOW TO BECOME BEAUTIFUL.—One of the 
brightest and most valuable little books ever given to the world. 
liverybody wishes to know how to become beautiful, both mgle and 
female. ‘The secret is simple, and almost costless. Read this boog 
and be convinced how to become beautiful. 


BIRDS AND ANIMALS. 

No. 7. HOW TO KEEP BIRDS.—Handsomely illustrated and 
containing full instructions for the management and training of the 
canary, mockingbird, bobolink, blackbird, paroquet, parrot, ete, 

No. 39. HOW TO RAISE DOGS, POULTRY, PIGEONS AND 
RABBITS.—A useful and instructive book. Handsomely illus 
trated. By Ira Drofraw. 

No. 40. HOW TO MAKE AND SHT TRAPS.—Including hints 
on how to catch moles, weasels, otter, rats, squirrels and bir 
Also how to cure skins, Copiously illustrated. By J. Harrington 


Keene, 

No. 50. HOW TO STUFF BIRDS AND ANIMALS.~-A 
valuable book, giving instructions in collecting, preparing, mounting 
and preserving birds, animals and insects. 

No. 54. HOW TO KEBRP AND MANAGE PEHTS.—Giving come 
plete information as to the manner and method of raising, keepin 

taming, breeding, and managing all kinds of pets; also giving fu 

instructions for making cages, ete. Fully explained by twenty-eight 
illustrations, making it the most complete book of the kind ever 
published. 
MISCELLANEOUS. , 
No. 8. HOW TO BECOME A SCIENTIST.—A useful and ine 
structive book, giving a complete treatise on chemistry; also exe 
periments in acoustics, mechanics, mathematics, chemistry, and di- 
rections for making fireworks, colored fires, and gas balloons. This 
book cannot be equaled. 

No. 14. HOW TO MAKBH CANDY.—A complete hand-book for 
all kinds of candy, ice-cream, syrups,.essences, etc. ete. 

4. HOW TO BECOME AN AUTHOR.—Containing full 
information regarding choice of subjects, the use of words and the 
manner of preparing and submitting manuscript. Also containing 
valuable information as to the neatness, legibility and general coms 
position of manuscript, essential to a successful author. By Prince 


Hiland, 
“No. 38. HOW TO BECOME YOUR OWN DOCTOR.—A won- 
derful book, containiiig useful and practical information in the 
treatment of ordinary diseases and ailments common to every 


making 
No. 


family. Abounding in useful and effective recipes for general com- 
plaints. 
e. 55. HOW TO COLLECT STAMPS AND COINS.—Con- 
taining valuable information regarding the collecting and arranging 
of stamps and coins. Handsomely illustrated. ; 
No. 58. HOW TO BE A DETECTIVE.—By Old King Brady, 
the world-known detective. In which he lays down some valuable 
and sensible rules for beginners, and also relates some adventures 
and experiences of well-known detectives. 
No. 60. HOW TO BECOME A PHOTOGRAPHER.—Contain- 
ing useful information regarding the Camera and how to work it; 
also how to make Photographic Magic Lantern Slides_and_ other 
Transparencies. Handsomely illustrated. By Captain W. De W. 

ney. 
No. 6¢ “NOW TO BECOME A WEST POINT MILITARY 
CADET.-—~ taining full explanations how to gain admittance, 
course of Study, Examinations, Duties, Staff of Officers, Post 
Guard, Police Regulations, Fire Department, and all a boy should 
know to be a Cadet. Compiled and written by Lu Senarens, author 
of “How to Become a Naval Cadet.” 7 

No. 68. HOW TO BECOME A NAVAL CADHET.—Complete in- 
structions of how to gain admission to the Annapolis Naval 
Academy. Also containing the course of instruction, descriptiom 
of grounds and buildings, historical sketch, and everything a_boy 
should know to become an officer in the United States Navy. mk 
piled and written by Lu Senarens, author of “How to Become @ 
West Point Military Cadet.” 


PRICE i0 CENTS. EACH, OR 3 FOR 25 CENTS. 


Address FRANK TOUSEY, Publisher, 24 Union Square, New Yoris, 





we- Latest Issues wa | 
“PLUCK AND LUCK® 


CoNTAINING SToRIES oF ALL KINDS. 


COLORED COVERS. 32 PaGgss. ' Price 5 CeEnNtTs. 

480 A Wall Street “Lamb”; or, The Boy Who Broke the | 485 Thirteen White Ravens; or, The Ghostly Riders of the 
Brokers. By H. K. Shackleford. Forest. By Allyn Draper. 

ts1 Chums; or, The Leaders of Glendale Academy. By Allyn | 486 Little Dead Shot; or, The PréJe of the Trappers. By An 
Draper. Old Scout. 

184 The, Little Swamp Fox, A Tale of General Marion and | 487 Shiner, The New York Bootblack; or, The Secret of a 
His Men, By Gen’l. Jas. A. Gordon. Boy’s Life. By Allyn Arnold. 

483 Newsboy Nick; or, The Boy with a Hidden Million. By | 488 Whistling Walt, The Champion Spy. ,;(A Story ofthe 
Howard Austin. American Revolution.) By Gen. Jas. A. Gordon. 

4384 North Pole Nat; or, The Secret of the Frozen Deep. By | 490 Fred Flame, The Hero of Greystone No. 1. By Ex-Fire- 
Capt. Thos. H. Wilson, Chief Warden, 








“WORK AND WIN” 


CONTAINING THE GREAT FreD FEARNOT STORIES 


COLORED CovERs. 7 32 PAGES Price 5 CENTS. 
455 Fred Fearnot and the Scrappy Nine; or, Having a Peck | 460 Fred Fearnot on the Gridiron; or, The Opening Game of - 
of Trouble. Football. 
456 Fred Fearnot’s Final Game; or, Winning the Great Pen- | 461 Fred Fearnot and the Drunkard; or, Saving a Good Man 
nant. From Ruin. 
457 Fred Fearnot and the Water Wizard; or, Beating the 462 ar gees Say Smarter BACK, OF, The erick, suet 
World’s Champion. Saree et 


463 Fred Fearnot and “Railroad Jack”; or, After the Train 
458 Fred Fearnot’s New Motor Boat; or, Out to Win the Cup. Wreckers. 


459 Fred Fearnot at Ranch 10; or, The Search for the Brand- | 464 Fred Fearnot Playing Half-Back; or, Winning the Game 
ed Man, by Grit. 


“THE LIBERTY BOYS OF ’76” 


CoNTAINING REVOLUTIONARY STORIES 
CotoreD Covers 32 PAGEs . PRICE 5 CENTS, 


349 The Liberty Boys and “Captain Jack”; or, Learning the 353 The Liberty Boys Under Fire; or, the “Rebel” oie 











Enemy’s Plans. Carolina. 

350 The Liberty Boys at Basking Ridge; or, The Loss of| 354 The Liberty Boys’ Hard Times; or, The Massacre of 
General Lee. Buford’s Command. 

351 The Liberty Boys Holding Quintan’s Bridge; or, Repuls-| 355 The Liberty Boys and the Mad Provost; or, Caught in the 


ing Rangers and Regulars. Reign of Terror. 
352 The Liberty Boys on Barren Hill; or, Fighting with | 356 The Liberty Boys’ Crack Shots; or, The Capture of Phila- 
Lafayette. delphia. 


For sale by all newsdealers, or will be sent to any address on receipt of price, 5 cents per copy, in money or postage stamps, by 


FRANK TOUSEY, Publisher, 24 Union Square, N. Y. 
IF YOU WANT ANY BACK NUMBERS 


of our Weeklies and cannot procure them from newsdealers, they can be obtained from this office direct. Cut out and fill 
in the following Order Blank and send it to us with the price of the weeklies you w ‘ant and we will send them to you by 
return mail. POSTAGE STAMPS TAKEN THE SAME AS MONEY. 
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WILD WEST WEEKILY 


A Magazine Containing Stories, Sketehes, ete., of Western life. 
BY AN OLD SCOUT. 
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His daring deeds and thrilling adventures have never been surpassed. 


PAGES 


HANDSOME COLORED COVERS 


PRICE 5 CENTS 


All of these exciting stories are founded on facts. Young Wild West is a hero with whom the author was acquainted. 


They form the base of the most dashing storie 


ever published. Read the following numbers of this most interesting magazine and be convinced: 


the Dead Line. 


LATEST ISSUES: 235 Young Wild West and “Slippery Simon’’; or, Trailing an Outlaw 
205 Young Wild West at Sizzling Fork; or, A Hot Time With the 236 Young Wild West Saving the Soldiers; or, Arietta’s Great Ride. 
Claim Jumpers. 237 Young Wild West’s Cowboy Camp; or, The Trail that Led to a 
206 Young Wild West and “Big Buffalo” ; or, Arietta at the Stake. Trap. 
207 ee West Raiding the Raiders; or, The Vengeance of the | 238 Sone Wild West’s Straight Shot; or, Arietta and the Train 
Vigilants, Jreckers. ach 
208 Young Wild West’s Royal-Flush ; or, Arietta and the Gamblers. 239° Young’ Wild West after the Arapahoes; or, TheséOutbreak on the 
209 Young Wild West and the Prairie Pirates; or, The Fight for the Reservation. 
Box of Gold. 1240: ¥ Wild W i . i 2 
210 Young Wild West Daring Death; or, How the Sorrel Saved Ari- ae “henna. West Beating the Boomers; or, How Arietta icjoa 
etta. 241 Young Wild West and Monte Mack; or, The Girl of Golden 
211 Young Wild West Corraling the Comanches; or, Arietta and the Gulch. ’ ¢ 
Silver Tomahawk. 242 Young Wild West and the Silver Seekers; or, Arietta’s “Hot 
212 Young Wild West at Spangle Springs; or, The Toughest Town in Lead Sauce.”’ 
Texas. 243 Young Wild West’s Lively Lasso, and How It Corraled the Cow- 
213 Young Wild West and the Renegade Ranchman; or, Arietta in a boy Crooks. 
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